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PREFACE. 



Among the capellani of the quiet monastery of 
Haghmon, at the commencement of the fifteenth 
century, lived one, a truly penitent and righteous 
monk, who atoned for the excesses of his early 
life by the devotion of an enthusiast, and called 
the priesthood to their duty by the voice of litera- 
ture, even during the afflictions of the blind and 
the deaf. He was no Lollard. A pious priest, 
denouncing the opinions of Wickliffe, teaching that 
dissent and heresy would assuredly lead to damna- 
tion, he was yet well awaro that the return of the 
leaders of his religion to their early discipline, was 
the only chance left for restoring orthodoxy. 
His name was John Audelay, or Awdlay, as 
the name is spelt different ways in the same 
manuscript. 

A selection from the poems of this somewhat 
remarkable writer, is presented to the reader in 
the following pages. The original MS. formerly 
belonged to Farmer, and is now in Mr. Deuce's 
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collection. We have print*)<l only a small portion 
of it; for the MS. is scarcely worthy of being 
published' entire, and ia, indood, principally valu- 
able ae exliibiting a faithful spccimeu of the 
Salopian dialect at bo early a period. The greater 
partion appears to form part of ono work, tho 
MS, being unfortunately imperfect; but the fol- 
lowing colophon is found about the middle of it: — 

** Finito libro^ sit laus et Gloria Chriato I 
LihervocaturconciHumconciencie sic nominatur, 
Aut Bcala cell e^t vita salutis eterni. 

Iste liber fuit oompoaitiis per Johaunem Awdelay, 

capellanunij qui fuit secus et surdus, in sua visit- 
acione, ad honormii Domini noatri Jhesu Christi, 
et ad exeinplum aliorum, in raona&terio de Hagh- 
mon^anno Domini nitllesimo cccc.™" vicessimo vi,*« 
cujus animc propicietur Deus. Amen.''^ 

In the following linee, which are found im- 
mediately before the colophon, ho expresses, 
iomowhat feelingly, the afflictions under which 
he laboured^ and the inspiration of hia muse : — 

" A$ I lay seke in my langure, 

In an abbay here be west, 
Tliia boke I made with gret dolour, 

When I myjt not slep ne have no rest ; 
Offt with my prayers I me blest, 

And sayd hile to hevcn kyng, 
I knowlache, Lord, hit is the best 
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Mekele to take thi vesetyng, 
Ellis wot I wil that I were lorne, 
Of al lordis be he blest I 
Fore al that je done is fore the best, 
Fore in tlii defawte was never mon loat, 
That is here of womon borne. 

" Mervel je not of this makjng, 

Fore I me excuse, hit is not I ; 
This was the Hole Gost wercheng. 

That sayd these wordis so faythfuUj ; 
Fore I quoth never bot hye foly, 

God hath me chastyst fore my levyng \ 
I thong my God my grace treuly 

Fore his gracious vesityng. 
Beware, serfs, I joue pray. 

Fore I mad this with good entent. 

In the reverens of God omnipotent ; 

Prays fore me that beth present, 
My name is Jon the blynd Awdlay." 

In another place, in nearly the same words, he 
apparently alludes to the errors of his earlier 
years : — 

"Mervel je no3t of this makyng. 

Fore I me excuse, hit is not I, 

Fore this of Grodis oun wrytyng, 

That he send doun fro heven on hye, 
Fore I couth never bot he foly ; 
He hath me chastist for my levyng. 
I thonk my Grod my grace treuly. 
Of his gracious vesetyng." 

Nearly all Audelay's poems that have descended 
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IX 

Mesagers to him send in hast, 
Fore wele he west hit was bot wast 

Hem to withstond in hon6 way ; 
And prayd hym to sese of his outrage, 
And take Kateryn to mareage, 
Al Frawnce to him schuld do homage, 

And croune him kyng afiftyr his day. 
Of Frawnce he mad him anon regent, 
And wedid Kateren in his present ; 
Into Englond anon he went. 

And Ground our queue in ryal aray. 
Of quen Kateryn our kyng was borne, 
To save our ry3t that was fore-lorne, 
Oure faders in Frawns had won befome. 

Thai han hit hold mon6 a day. 
Thus was his fader a conqueroure, 
And wan his moder with gret onoure. 
Now may the kyng here the floure 

Of kyngis and kyngdams in uche cuntr6 1 
On him schal fal the prophece, 
rhat hath ben sayd of kyng Herre, 
The hole cros wyn or he dye. 

That Crist habud on good Fryday ; 
Al wo and werres he schal acese. 
And set die reams in rest and pese, 
And tume to Christyndam al hevynes. 

Now grawnt him hit so be may t 
Pray we that Lord is Lord of alle, 
To save our kyng his reme ryal, 
And let never myschip uppon him falle, 

Ne false traytoure him to betray ! 
I pray youe, seris, of jour gentr6, 
Sing this carol reverently, 
Fore hit is mad of kyng Herr^, 




Among the other portions of the MS. may be 
aoticed an account of St. Paul's journey to tho 
regions of the wieked ; a prayer to St. Francis ; a 
curious alliterative poem somewhat defaced, 
entitled "De tribus regie;'" and a copy of the 
poem commencing ^^ De mundua milltat,'" which 
has been printed by Mr, Wright in his edition of 
Walter Mapcs, p, 147. Tho MS, concludes with 
the following linos, which inform the reader that 
he may have a copy on condition that he will pray 
for the author's soul : — 

" Cujtia finis bonus ipsum totum bonuio, 
Finito libro, sit laua et gloria Christo ! 

No mon tliis book he take away, 

'Nj kutt owte noo Icef, y say for why ; 

For hyt ys sacrelege^ sirus, y jow say, 
[He] beth acursed in the dede truly ; 

5ef je wil have any copi, 

Askus leeve and je shul have. 

To pray for hym BpeciaJy, 

That hyt made 50ur soules to save, 

Jon the hlynde Awdelay i 

The furst prest to the Lord Strange he was. 
Of thys chauntr^ here in this place, 
That make thya bok by Goddus grace. 
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Deeff, siek, blynd, ae he lay, 
Cujus anime propicietur Deus.'* 



With regard to the dialect in which these 
poema are written, it would be both difficult and 
iinsatiefaotory to nmk© a comparison of tliem with 
the present language of Shropshire. Mr. Harta- 
horne haa exhibited the modem Salopian dialect 
very fully ; but the similarities arc not ^'erj' eueily 
perceptible. The tendency to turn o into a^ and 
to drop the /*, may be recognized iu the following 
pagea> ^a aid for hQldy &e. /is still turned into 
fl, which may be regarded one of Audelay's 
dialectical peculiarities, especially in the prefixes 
to the verbs ; but the ch for sh or ?chy so com- 
mon in Audelay, has not found a place m 
Mr. Hartshorne's glossary. There is much 
uncertainty in reasoning on the early provincial 
dialects, owing to the wide difference between the 
broad and the more polished specimona of the 
language of the same county ; and the present 
work can be by no means considered ae affording 
an example of the broadest; and purest early 
Salopian dialect. 

Nothing seems to bo known of Audelay beyond 
the little that the sole existing MS. of his poems 
has recorded ; and we have already selected all the 
biographical information to be derivetl from that 
source The MS. Dodt. 54fi, formerly belonged 
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to one John Audelay, whose name occurs in several 
places, but although of nearly the same period, it 
may be doubted whether this person was the 
Shropshire poet. It may also be added that a 
very good account of the contents of the MS. of 
Audlay's poems is given in the recent Catalogue 
of Douce's MSS., a collection now deposited in the 
Bodleian library. The ruins of Haghmon Mon- 
astery, the place of the poet's abode, still remain, 
and are, we believe, the property of John Corbet, 
Esq. 

J. 0. HALLIWELL. 



POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAY. 



I. 



In hel oe purgatore non other plase, 

Thes synnes wold make 30U schamyd and schent, 
And lese 30ur worchyp in erth and grace. 

Al day withene sene thou has 
Hou men bene slayne fore dedle synne, 

And han vengans fore here trespace, 
Both lyve and goodes that lesyn then 
by londys law. 
3if thai had kept Cristis comaundment, 
Thai schuld never be schamyd ne chent, 
Ne lost here lyfe, ne lond, ne rent, 

nouther hongud ne draw. 

Hel is not ordent fore ry3twyseme[n], 
Bot fore hom that here serven the fynd ; 

No more ys a preson of lyme and ston, 
Bot to hom that the lauys thai done offend. 

Fore wyckyd dedys makys thevys i-schent, 
Hye on galouys fore to heng, ' 

B 



foam OF iotre avpelay. 

Ht^r ry^mjtt otfA tfcii kw gtd end; 
Fon tkay bene tiwe io bex« 1"*70S* 

tnwt w«l ihertou 
He that levy* here tyitwydy, 
Od vbat dej tbi erer be dj, 
Hb sout neYer «eli«I pofif»eli|^d be^ 

i»e ntvtT wyl of wo. 

Tbe s)rQ of sodomi to Iwven 

Hit cryseD on God Alsiyj;t ; 
And monsla^t with a revfut stereo 

Hit askrs vengaos daj and QTjt: 
Ex^toPcjODs ajayn* Uie 1751, 

And faujms that with wrong holdon be, 
Dajiinacion to ham hit is j-d\5t 

Tbat usyn ihese^ and avowterei 
everfchoo- 
These syooys a mon thai done blyide. 
Fore thai be done a5iiyos kyode, 
And bene tbe werkys of the fynde 

of damnacion* 

Thre sjnns prioeypaly a maD doth mare, 

Murthyr, theft, and avoutre ; 
Thai wyl jou achend ore je be ware. 

Be thai done never so prevely ; 
The fynd wyl schew ham hopunly, 

That al the werd schal have wyttying; 
Fore thai bene cursyd in heven on hye, 

Al that ut»UB tbat cursid doyiog 

thai wyl be BCbetit- 
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Fore morther Cay me cursud of God was he ; 
And fore theft, thevys al day hongud thay be ; 
For avoutre vengans had kyng Dave, 

fore brekying of the sacrcment. 

Avoutre ne lechory men set not by, 

To breke the bond of the sacrement ; 
Thay schuld aby ful sekyrly 

Bot thai have spase bam to repent. 
Herefore, je curatis, je wyl be schent, 

And pristis that bene lewyd in here levyng, 
Fore to this syn je done assent 

With evyl ensampyl to other 3eveng : 

and wretyn hit ys, 
36 were chosen to chastyte, 
To kepe jour holy order and jour degre 
In perfyt love and charite, 

and mend all other that done amys. 

Kepe 30ure wedloke, 36 weddid men ; 

In paradyse God furst hit mad, 
Betwene Adam and Eve with trew love then. 

Both mon and wemon therwith to glad. 
Therwith he is both plesud and payd, 

3if hit be kept laufuUy : 
Hym selfe was borne of a mayde. 
To fulfyl that sacrement prinsypaly, 

into berth he come. 
To make ther eyrus of heven blys, 
That Lucefyr lost, and al hys, 
Monkynd schal hyt a3ayne encrese 

or the day of dome. 

B 2 



4 POEMS OP JOHN AUDELAY. 

Nou 3if a woman maryd schal be, 

Anoon sche schal be bo3t and sold ; 
Hit is fore no love of hert treuly, 

Bot fore covetyse of lond or gold. 
This is Goddis wyl and his lau wolde 

Evan of blood, evan good, evan of age ; 
Fore love together thus cum thai schal be, 

Fore this makus metely maryage, 

herein alwyse. 
Thai schal have ayrs ham betwene, 
That schal have grace to thry ve and thene ; 
Thother schul have turment and tene 
fore covetyse. 

Ther is no cryatour, as wreton y fynde, 

Save only mon that doth outrage ; 
Thai chesun here makus of here bonne kynd, 

With treasore makun here mareage. 
Nou a lade wyl take a page, 

Fore no love, bot fore fleschely lust ; 
And al here blood dysparage, 

This lordys and lordschips thay ben i-lost 
in mone a place. 
Lordys and lordchypus thay wastyn away, 
That makys false ayris, hit is no nay, 
And wele and worchyp fore ever and ay, 
onour and grace. 

Now 3if that a man he wed a wyfe. 

And hym fhynke sche plese hym no3t, 
Anon ther rysis care and stryfe ; 
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He wold here selle tbat he had bo3t, 
And schenchypus here that he hath sojt, 

And takys to hym a loteby. 
These bargeyn wyl be dere abo3t, 

Here ore henns he schal aby. 

He is foresworne, 
When he as chosyn hyr to his make, 
And plyjt here trowth to here y-take, 
Hy schuld never here foresake, 

even ne morne. 



Ajayns al this remedy I fynde, 

Forsake 30ure sy n , y 30U pray ; 
To God and mon loke 3e be kynde. 

To heven ther is [no] nother way. 
And make amendis wyle that 3e may, 

5if 3e wyl have remyssyon, 
God 3e most both plese and pay. 

Or ellus have damnacion, 

wyle ye han space. 
Thus gracyously says the kyng of blys, 
3etF 36 wyl mend that 3e do mysse. 
Nolo mortem peccatoris, 

3e schul have grace. 

In what order or what degre 
Hole cherche hath bound ye to, 

Kepe hit wel, I counsel ye ; 
Dyssyre thou never to go therfro. 
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Fore thou art boundon, go were thou goo. 

When thou haat re8sayv[e]d the sacremeDt, 
Ther is no mon may hit undoo 
Bot he be cursid verament ; 

in the gospel thou sist, 
That God be law byndus y-fyre, 
Ther ys no mon that hath povere 
Hit to undo in no manere, 

bot he be curst. 

Love 3our God over al thyng, 

30ure nejbore as 30urselfe, as I 30U saye ; 
Let be 3oure othis, 3oure false sweryn g ; 

In clannes kepe 30ure haleday ; 
30ure fader, 30ure moder worchip ay ; 

See no mon fore worldle thyng, 
Bakbyte no mon ny3t ne day, 

Ne say no word to hym sklaunderyng ; 
False wytnes loke thou non bere, 

Dysseyte ne theft loke thou do non ; 
And lechory thou most foreswere : 

Here beth the comaundments everychon, 

loke je kepe hem wele, 
I rede 36 serve heven kyng, 
Fore ane loust or lykying. 
Have mynd apon 30ure endyng 

of the payns of helle. 

Another remede 3et ther is, 

Gentyl sires, herkene to me : 
The .vij. werkys of mercfe, so have I blys, 
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I wyl declare ham oponle ; 
Thai schul be schewed ful petuysly 

At domysday at Cristis cumyng, 
Ther God and mon present schal be. 

And al the world on fuyre brennyng, 
a reuful aray : 
Then wele is hym, and wele schal be, 
That doth these workys with pete, 
He schal have grace and merce 

on domysday. 

The hungr6 jif mete, the thorste 31 f dryng, 

Cleth the nakyd, as I ye say ; 
Vysyte the seke, in prisen lying. 

And bere the ded, as I the pray ; 
And herbere the pore that goth be the way, 

And teche the unwyse of thi cunnyng ; 
Do these werkys both nyjt and day, 

To Goddis worchip and his plesyng ; 
this is his wylle. 
Ever have this in thy mynd, 
To the pore loke thou be kynd, 
Then in heven thou schalt hit fynd, 

thou schalt never spyl. 

Thi .v. wyttis thou most know, 
Thonke thi God that land ham the ; 

Thi heryng, thi seyng, as I the schewe, 
Thi 8y3t, thi smellyng, here be .iij. ; 

Thi touchy ng, thi tasty ng, here .v. ther be, 
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Lok in thi merour, 

3if thou love thi nejtbuure 

Then thou lovyst thi Savyoure, 

thou art trew in thi beleve. 

Thi beleve is the fayth of hole cherche, 

Soule in hope God hath ordynd the, 
Ever good werkys that thou schuld werche, 

And be rewarded therfore in heven on hye. 
Then charyte chif callid is hee, 

Fore he counsalys uche mon that is levyng 
To do as thou woldest me dud by the. 

And bryng thi lyf to good endyng, 
here and hen. 
Do fore 30ure self ore 36 gone, 
Or mede of God get 3e none, 
Bot sone before 3etone 

of kyth and of kyn. 

Ever have pete of the pore, 

Of the goodus that God the sende ; 
Thou hast no other here tresoure, 

A3ayns the day of judgment; 
Or ellys thou schall br schamyd and chent 

When thou art callid to thy rekynyng, 
Ther God and mon schal be present, 

And al the world on fuyre brennyng, 
the to afray. 
3if thou have partyd with the pore, 
God wyl thonke the therfore. 
And in his kyndom the restore 

the lyf that lastyth ay. 
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The pore schul be made domysmeD 

Apon the ryche at domysday : 
Let se houe thai cun onswere then, 

For al here ryal reverent aray. 
In hunger, in cold, in thurst, weleaway I 

AfFtyr here almes ay waytyng, 
Thay wold not vysete us ny3t ne day. 

Thus wyl thai playn ham to heven king 
that is above. 
Thus we dydon myschyvysly, 
Fore hungyst, thurst, ful petuysly, 
Thai wold not on us have no pete, 

ny for thai love. 

The ** day of dome ' shuld come in here^ 
Vor the defawte of the wrytere^ 
At the .xiij, leef afore hyt ys, 
Seche hyt there thou shalt nott mys. 

II. 

De Concordia inter fratres et rectores ecclesise. 
God hath grauntyd grace unto our lemyng, 

Al that we fynden fay fully wrytyn in hol6 wryt. 
That be our pacyens princypaly and holy wryting 
We schuld have consolacioun and conford, byleve 
truly in hyt. 
I schal say 30U the soth, that wele schul 36 wyt. 

Hit ys Godys word and his werke, and his worchyng; 
Be the grace of the Hole Gozt togedyr hit is y-knyt, 
Redle us to remembyr in oure redyng. 

And hold hit in mynde, 
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Tber is no mon that saved may be, 
But he have fayth, hope, and charit^, 
And do as thou woldust me dud by the, 

to God and men be kynde. 

HsBC est fides Catholico. 

This foreward furst we mad at the forsston, 

To-fore owre fader faythely that folowed in ray. 
To forsake syr Sathanas his werkus everychon, 

And become Cristen men to byleve in God veray, 
And kepe his comawndmentis kyndly ny3t and day, 

Ther we were croysid in a crysun with a earful krye; 
To this covenant was called to wytnes, y say, 

Oure godfars, oure godmoders, to stond ther us by ; 
when we my3t not speke, 
Ther thai answerd for us. 
In the name of Jhesus, 
AI thre with one woys, 

this bond we schuld nojt breke. 

Time Dominum, et mandata serva. » 

Hwo so brekys this bond, bare thai bene of blys, 

Bot thai ben salvyd of here syn or thai hens passe, 
Thai schulun way of wo, y warne 30ue y-wys, 

Hit schal be ponysched here ore henus evere tres- 
passe. 
Men have not this in mynd, nowther more ne lasse, 

Thai most obey obedyans that thai be bounden to, 
And mend her here mysdedys, and her mat ens and 
masse. 
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And kepe (he comawnilmeots ofCriat, this deut^ most 
thai doo, 

with devQcion. 
Fore thai belh ajre* of heveo blys, 
The fader of hcven hath grauntid hara this, 
31 f thai wyl mend that thai do rays, 

to have reniyssyoQi 

Sapienda Tiujus mundi atultitia apud Dotumuia. 
Alas I ate the wyt of this word fallus to foly, 

Thus sayth Sapyens forsoth in the boke of lyfe ; 
lie hai wysdom and wyt, I tel 30W trewly 

That cat! be ware or be won, and leve in dene lyve. 
Who mai kepe hym unkyt fro a kene knyfe, 
jif he botdly that blad louche in his tene 1 
No more may a mon here, may don ne wyfe, 

Plese God unto his pay bot his consyans be clene ; 
ensaumpyl I make, 
Who may here serve a lorde, 
Bot jif he hold hym fo[r]warde 
He getys never reward, 

y dare undertake. 



Si quis diligit me, aermoaein meum Bervablt. 
He that saytb lie lovys his Lord, on hym take good eme, 
And kepus not his comawndmentes as a Crystyti mon, 
Leve he is a lyere, his dedis thai done hym deme 
Fore he schuld walkethe same waycs his Lord had 
i-gone. 
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EUys lely hit is loke tiiat treusone ys ther non. 

Fore he schuld sew his soferayns, and his saucour ; 
This may 56 kyndle know hit is treu as ane ston, 
He lese al his lyve-days, and his labour, 

and stondis in gret drede, 
He that is untreu to his lorde, 
Outher in dede or in word, 
The law wyl hym reward 

deth to his mede. 

Vox populi vox Dei. 

' I Marcol the more fole, mon, on my mad wyse, 
I send the brod Salamon to say as I here, 
Hou homle hosbondmen here hertys thai aryse, 
Thai woldon thai wro5ton wysely that schuld ham 
lede and lere. 
Do thi message mekely to pryst and to frere, 

Thai are the lantemys of lyf ye lend men to lyjt, 
Bot thai be ca3t with covetyse, with conscious unclere, 
A3eyns the lauys of here Lord reson and ryjt, 
hit is no3t unknow ; 
Comawnd hem in al wyse, 
Never on other dai dar dyspyse, 
Fore here cursid covetyse 

here home is e-blaw. 

Ubi est thesaurus tuus, ibi et cor tuum erit. 
Counsel ham fro covetyse, cursid mat he be. 

He wyl hem lede to here lost and lyke to be lore, 
5if thai fowyn his fare thai fallyn to foly, 

He wyl ham gyde gylfulley, and goo hem before. 
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Have thai never so mekyl mok he wyl have more, 

With wylis and with wrongus he wyl hit ay wyn. 
He is unkynd and uncurtes ; he kepis not to restore 
That he takys amys to no maner mon, 
hent his endyng ; 
Then is he a tray tour, 
Fore he trustys to his secatour, 
He schuld his soule socour 

here in his levyng. 

Ante ooulos tuos ne videant vanitatem. 
Dispiseyou no pristhod, brother, I the pray, 

Bot veyn glory and here vysis and here vanit6 ; 
Bed ham mend that thay do mys, spare not to say, 
Fore her dedus wyl hem deme 3if thai be gylte, 
Thai schuld rader repreve the synnys that thai se, 
Rennying and reynying in the reume al aboute. 
And clause here consyans clene and kepe charite; 
Then my5t thai say a sad say, and stond out of doute 
in al mens sy3t. 
Therof the pepul wold be fayue, 
Fore to cum home a3ayne, 
That hath goon gatis ungayne, 

for defaute of ly3t. 

Quod natura dedit, nemo tollere potcrit. 
Uche best that ys blest, togeder thai wyl draw, 

Be kynd to the cuntre that thai come fro ; 
3et thai ben unleryed, unwyse in the law, 

Bot as nature has ham noryschid, hit nedus no noder 
to do. 
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We were put in paradise to have wele withoutyn woo, 
Hent we had imblest brokyn the commaundnientis of 
our kyng, 
That is lord of all lordys, were bene one moo, 

Thatmai us salve of oure sore ourebotyngto us bryng? 
that lord be he blest ! 
I rede ^e draun to 30ur kyng, 
Fore one lust or lykyng, 
Pray hem with here prechyng, 

to set mon soule in rest. 

Filius non portabit iniquitatem patris, etc. Sed unusquisque 
onus suum portabit. 

What was Abel the worse tha3 Kayme his borne broder 

Were cursid for his covetysc and his creuel dede ; 
No more ys a good prest the worse fore another, 

That wyl love his Lord God, hym serve and drede. 
Make moche of a good mon, on hym take good hede, 

Loke ye bite not bayard for bryd ne for brend ; 
As a sete may be savyd and schal the better spede, 

Throjthe prayere of a good prist, an hol^ and an hynd, 
that kepys his ordore ; 
He whot never hou sone 
God wyl here his bone, 
And al that here wele done, 

heryd ys here prayoure. 

Declinate a me, maligni, etc. 
3if ther be a pore prest, and spiritual in spiryt. 

And be devout, with devocioun his servyse sy ng and say, 
Thay likon hym to a lossere, and to an epocryte, 

5if he be base in his bedus the prynce of heven to pay, 
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And holde hym in hole cherche date uche day, 
Oate of the cuwe of coinpftne, 

And [he] kfpe his eoncyans clene, 

He ys a nythying, a nojt, a oegard, thai say : 
Bot 51 f he folou his felows, his cheky* mai be ful lenp, 

on hym men han no mynde, 
A holy prest men set not by, 
T her Pore ther bene bot feu truly, 
Thai kepe not of here cumpany, 

in horn men beih tinkyndr. 

, Increpoati Bupcrho^ maledicti qui (tectlnuit amaalia. 

Oure gentyl aer Jone, joy hym mot betyde, 

He is a luere moti of mony among ciirapancj 
He con harpe, he con syng, his urghis ben herd ful vvydi 

He wyl nojt spare his prese to ^puiid his selare ; 
Alas he ner a parsun or A vecory, 

Be Jhesu I he h a gentylmon and joSyle arayd, 
HisgurdlishamDBChit withsilverjiia baalard hoiigusbye, 

Apon hiB parte pautener uche mon ys apayd, 
both maydyn and wyfe ; 
I-fayth lie shal nojt fro us gon. 
Fore oure myrih hit were e-don 
Fore he con glad us everyehon^ 

y pray God hold his lyve. 

Yanitajs vanitatum et omni& vanitas. 

Thus this wyckyd world is plesJd with vanite, 

And wrathyn God wyttyngly unwysely evermore, 
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God of his gret grace graunt hem that beth gulte 
Here mysseand here mysdedus to mend here therfore; 

And let hem uever fore here lust, Lord, be forelore, 
But send sorewe in here hert here synuus to slake, 

Into thi curte and thi kyngdam Lord hem restore ; 
From al temtacioun and tene the Trenete us take, 
his hestis to fulfyl. 

Here schul ^e here anon 

Of men of relegyon. 

What lyfe thay leedon, 

Goddus heest to fulfyl. 

Religio mirnda et immacnlata. Hoc est preceptum meum ut 
diligatU inricem. 

I move these mater to monkys in a meke maner. 

And to al relegyous, that beth i-blest by Goddis 
ordynans ; 
Forst Saynt Benet hom enformyd to kepe hem cloysler. 

In povert and in prayerys, in priv6 penaws, 
And to abeyd abstinens and forsake abundans. 

To sle the lust of hore lycam, and hore lykyng. 
And obey obedyans and kepe observans : 

Both in doystyr and in quere holdyth sylens fore ane 

thyng, 

and to God and mon be kynde ; 

And ryse at midnyg5t out of here ryst. 

And pray fore here gooddeers as bred i-blest. 

And depert here almys lest hit be lest, 

fore the founders that hem fynd. 

Fore in the rewle of rolygyous ther may je rede, 
Hou the graceouB goodys of God schuld be spend, 

c 
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Uche preson schiild have his part after that he had ned, 

And cast hital incomyn the goodys that God ham send; 

And leve not lyke lend men, fore schame, lestje be schent, 

That steren stryf and wrath because of covetyng. 
3e schuld have no propurt6, on the pore hit schuld be 
spend ; 
And hold up 5oure houshold and 3oure housyng, 
and let hem not adoune ; 
And herbore the pore per chary te^ 
And 3ef mete and dreng to the nede, 
And cumford hem that woful be, 

ellis be 3e no relegyon. 

Servite Domino in timore, et exultate ei cum tremore. 

Both in cloyster and in quere when that thai syng and 
rede, 
Aperte et distincte ban mynd for ham thay pray, 
And kepun her pausus and her poyntes, elles my3t thai 
gete no mede, 
Fore thus sayth here sovereyns sothely to say : 
Mi pepyl praysy me with here lyppus, here hertis ben 
far away ; 
Fore thai be ca3t with covetyse, that schal ham cast 
in care, 
To the worchip of this world thai wryn fro me away, 
Thai han no lykyng ne no lust to lerne apon my lare ; 
to me thai beth unkynd, 
A3ayns my gret goodnes 
Thai chewyn me unbuxumnes. 
And I graunt ham fore3ifnes, 

thai have not this in mynd. 
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Thus he provys joure prayers and 30ur 8pir[it]ualte ; 
For when $e prayyn to 30ur God, ^e spekyn with hym 
in spirit, 
And jif 56 reden in hole wry t he speke ajayn with the, 
Remembyr50u redely when 36 red, that may 36 wyl wyt; 
Takeknowlache atjoure consians, fore ther hitis y-knyt; 
Thus sayth Marke sothely, Mathou, Louke, and Jon, 
No mon mese in this mater ny in Holy Wryt, 
For al the iiij. doctors acordon al in hon, 

and clerkys of devenete, 
Thai confenne the same, 
And comawndon in Cristis name. 
Hole wryt no mon blame, 

hit is Goddis privete. 



Beatus qui intelligit super egenum ct pauporem. 

Fayne mai be the fadyrs and al the fenders. 

That sustyne or sokere relygious in one way ; 
And so mai be sothli al here good doars, 

That prayin for hom besyly both ny3t and day. 
When 30ur care is y-cluggun and caste into clay, 
Hore matyns, here masse fore ham thai red and syng, 
When al the welth of this world is went from hem away, 
Then the bedis of hole cherche thai beth abydying, 
fore ever and for ay. 
And do 30U dredles out of drede. 
Thai schal have Heven to here mede. 
That secures religyous at nede, 

her in ane way. 

c2 
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THk taa. dum inn sunt; post mortem tunc tun con sunt. 
Lokys, lordus. to joure lyffe and to jour hvy'mg. 

For I am toncltid upon the Long, the soth for to say. 
That je be letters of the lond jete jou lovyng, 

AndcalthcdargetojtiurcounseljthatberyiiCnstiskay, 
And Jioldist up holt cherchif the pryncp of H even to pay. 

That did leat dedle sun this reme wjl dystrr, 
For ihp buys of thi* lend ben lad a wrong way^ 
Both temperall and sptritual I tel 50Q treuly, 
even up'so-doone, 
jif Goddus lawya ye djstry, 
And holy cherdie set not by. 
Then farewell the clergy, 

Hit IB 5our damnacion. 

Honora Dtjum tuuni de tuis eubstanciis. 

Takys faire ensampyl be jour faders that were yon before. 
How thai worchypd hole cherche hyly lo Godys 
honore ; 
Therfore thai blesson her burth, and the bodys that ham 

bare. 
For thai knowyn welin herconsians hit was her treaoure. 
Foras harlordchipand herelondys hit farys as a floure, 
This day hit ys freschej to-morow hit ts fadyng; 

A aad ensampyl forsoth jour aoule to socour^ 
And do as pure faders ded before here In here levyng, 
hit i» fore the best. 
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Do fore 30ure self or 36 gone, 
Trast not to another mon, 
EUus med of God get 36 non, 

bot then 36 be e blest. 

Qui perseveraverit usque in finem, hie salvus erit 

Redele these relegyos men schul have hy3 reward, 

3if thai kepyn her cloyster and here comawndment ; 
Fore one fonding of the fynd fulfyl 30ur forward. 

And castis awai covetyse that is cause of cumbernient, 
And kepe 30ue dene in chastyt^, to charite asent. 
What sad 3our soveren to his dyssiples when he dyd 
wesche hem, 
And knelud lowly apon his knen to -fore his blessid covent. 
And be-toke hom this tokyn, diligatis inoicem P 
As I have lovyd 30W, 
Then joyful schal 36 be. 
For in my kyngdom 3e schul me se. 
And sit apon my dome with me, 

my counsel schal 3e knowe. 

Withdraw 50 not from hole cherche, 30ur faderes han 
3even before 
To the prelatis and the prystis fore bom fore to pray; 
Bot 36 han grace of God hit to restore, 

36 schul 3ild a earful counte on dredful domys-day. 
Y rede 36 mend 3our mysdedus here wyle }e may, 

And let no cursid counsel cast 30U in care ; 
Fore al the worchyp of this word hit wyl wype sone 
away, 



22 POEMS OP JOHN AUDELAY. 

Hit fallus and fadys forth so doth a chere fayre, 
Thenke wel on this ; 

Thai bene acursid be Goddis law. 

The goodys of hol6 cherche that withdraws, 

That other han 5even in holdoun dais, 

to mayntyn Godys servyse. 

Quid prodest homini, si universiun mnndum lucretur. 

Thus have I cumford 30U, covens, and counsel 30U fro 
care, 
I rede 56 obey obedyens that 36 bene bowndon to ; 
Then schul 30 blis 30ur byrth and the bodyms that 30ue 
bare, 
For 36 forsake this wyckyd word to have wele with- 
out woo. 
This may 30 know kyndle y fayth both frynd and fo. 

Remember 30U of the rychemen and redle on his end> 
What is reches, his reverans, his ryot bro3t hym to, 
Sodenle was send to hel with mone a foul fynde, 
to serve ser Satanas ; 
Fore to his God he was unkynd, 
The lazar he had not in his mynd, 
Fore worldys worchip hit com hym biynd, 

therefore he syngys, alas I 

Humilitas est radix omninin virtutum. 

Ever have mekenes in your mynd, relegyouse, 1 30U rede, 
And use vertuys, and leve visibal vayne and vanete, 

Fore 3if 36 love 30ur Lord God his lauys thai wyl 30W 
leede 
Into his court and his coindom, were ys no vayn glorie, 



POEMS OF JOHN AUDELAY. 23 

That unfytting sum forsothe al verteus hit duystry, 

Hit lad Lucyfer to him los that was an angel clere, 
God had claryfyud hym so clene of his corteoy, 
He 8y3 the Trinyte apere within his body clere, 
then enterd in hym envy. 
Whan he hade seyne this gloryis sy3t, 
He wolde wrast hym his my3t, 
Anoon he fel downe ry5t 

into hel sodenly. 

Qui se exaltat humiliabitur. 
A sad ensampyl forsoth to al relygyous men. 

That bene cajt with covetyse to be sit in hye astate ; 
Thai most hem ground furst in grace, hemselve know 

and ken, 
fillys the worchip of this world hit wyl sone abate. 
56 most have mekenes and merce, hy3nes of hert hate, 
And werche not hafter wylfulnes bot wysdam to 30ue 
cal; 
--After chec for the roke ware fore the mate. 

For 3if the fondment be false, tlie werke most nede 
falle, 

withyn a lyty stounde. 
^o mon make a covernour, 
iot 3if hit be to Godys honour. 
His worchip wyl fare as floure, 

and gud to grounde. 

Non honorem sed onus accepere nomen honoris. 
Ther is no worchyp wyt hit bot a gret charche, 
To take the name of a state and of hye honour ; 
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Fore both to God and to iiion thou most ned be large. 
Fore thou art chosoi) fore chif and made here cover- 
nour. 
Then loke thou groundethe in God anddredethi Saveoure, 
That wyl eal the to thi countus, and to thi rekynyng; 
How thou hast done thi deute and treuly thi devour, 
And spend his goodys princypaly to his plesyng, 
fore this most thou nede. 
5it' thou hast spend more fore the worde, 
Then fore love of thi Lord^ 
The law wyl the reward 

deth to thi mede. 

Concilium meum non est cum impiis. 

A foul defaute feythfuly in hole Cherche we fynde. 

To let lordis or leudmen make electioun, 
Thai schul not know 30ur counsel, hit is a5ayn kynde. 

Fore this cause Saynt Thomas soferd deth and passyon. 
50ur chapytre schuld be cownsel and confession ; 

And now boldly theryn thay man ne boy halle ; 
Thus these preletus of her prevelache thay deprevon. 

There holy chirche was fre now thay make hit thral, 

and leson worchip and grace. 
To let lord or leudmen, 

Know of 50ure corexeon, 

Ye men of relegyon 

beth cursid in that case. 

Leges meas custodite, dicit Dominus. 
56 schuld rather sofyr deth, payn, and passyon. 

Then lese the love of joure Lord and let down his laue; 
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Corsid covetyse hit is the cause, prid, presomseon, 
36 beth ungroundid in grace, jour God 36 con not 
knowe, 
30urdedusdenieys3ouedredles, devocioun hitis withdraw, 
3ehan chasid away charite and the reulc of relegyon; 
Al gestle grace and holenes hit is layd ful lowe, 
Thus have 36 pot hole cherche to gretconfusioun, 
and made 30urselfe thral. 
Godys lauys 36 han suspend, 
Herefore 36 wyl be schamyd and chend, 
Bot ye han grace 30U to amend, 

ful dere aby 3e schal. 

Quid prodest homini, si universum mundum lucretur. 
Thenke on the cursid covetyse mon, that to hymself gon 
say, 
Ete and drenke, and make the mere, — this word is at 
thi wyl. 
A voyse onswerd hym anon, to-morw or hit be day, 

Thi soule sodenly schal be send into the fouyre of hel. 
Fore thou trustis more to thi tresoure and to thi catel. 
Then in the love of thi Lord, that al thi wele hath 
wro3t. 
Thou earful caytyf the curst, hit is treu that I the tell. 
Thou schuldyst thonke thi Lord God that with his 
blod the bo3t; 

to hym thou art unkynd, 
Therfore damnyd schalt thou be, 
Into hel perpetually, 
Withoutyn grace and mercy 

world withoutyn end. 
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Qui vult venire post me abneget semetipsum. 
Bot he that wyl come after Crist, 

And kyndle here his cros, 
And crucyf^ his carcn with love and charyte, 

Leve thou me that bis love schal not turne to lesse, 
Both fore his meryd and hys mede rewardyd schal he be> 

Ther is no tong that con tel, hert thenkene ye se, 
That joye, that jocundnes, that Jhesus wyl joyn hym to. 

Ne the melode, ne the myry minstrasye, 
Hit is without comparisoun wele withouten woo, 

and love that lastis ay. 
That joy hit schal never sesse, 
Bot ever endoyre and e5ever encresese ; 
Thus with rest and with pesse 

I make a loveday. 

Facem et veritatem diligite, ait Dominus omnipotens. 
My blessid broder Salamon, spesialy I the pray 

Meve this mater maysterfuUy to prest and to frere. 
Spare not to say the soth and make a loveday 
Loke thou core not favel ne be no flaterer. 
T am hevy in my hert and chaunget al my chere. 

To wyt leud men unleryd la3 ham to scorne, 
They were better unborne and bro3t on a here, 

Bot 3if thai mend here mysdede y lykyn hem belorne 
and kepe charite. 
Fore mon soule thai schuld save, 
No spot of sun thai schuld have. 
Alas I I trou that thai rave. 

Lord, benedycite I 

Fore schryfte and fore trental thai scorne al this stryf, 
3if hit because of govetyse, cursud then thai be : 
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3if thai loven more here lucour then the soule lyve, 
Lytul deyDteth of here doctrine and of here dygnite. 

For thai were chosun to be chast and kepe charyte, 
And cast away covetys is cause of cumberment. 

And be a clene kalender the sekelers on to see, 

Ellys with chenchip and with chame thai wyll be 

e-chent, 

thai stond in gret drede. 
Fray ham al for charyte, 
To save mon soule spesialy, 
Ellys woful schal thay be 

for her falshede. 

Si ling^ hominum loquar et angelorum, caritatem autem 
non habeam. 

I say the, broder Salamon, tel in thi talkyng, 

Furst of the frerys thus meve thou may, 

Of here prevelache, and of here prayrys, and here prech- 

ing. 
And of here clerge and clannes and onest aray. 
3if thou say not the soth, then may won say, 

That thou art leud and unlerd and letter cansteth non ; 
jif thou touche the treuth, truly thou hem pray, 
Fore to holde the excusid everichon, 
3if hit be here wyl. 
I hold hit bot a leude thyng 
Fore to make a lesyng, 
To God hit his displesyng, 

outher loud or styl. 

Yos amici mei estis, si feceritis quae preecipio vobis. 
The furst founders of the freres of the iiij. ordyrs, 
Weren iiij. be[rn]e8 i-blest of oure Saveour I say, 



28 



roEMB OF JOHN AUDELAY. 



And be-tokjn liere bokys and baggus to be beggerft, 

To prt'che the pepul apert tlie Prmce of Heaven to 

pay* 

To heroD, to beg, to put schame botbe away, 

To by and to byle with here beggyngi 
And pray for her good doerys both ny^i and day. 
That sendus ham Itere sustynans and her levyng 
here in tbia wodde. 
Ny5t nnd day contynualy. 
Fore liotn thai prayn spesealy. 
In matyns, messe, and no more, 

to her lovely lord. 



Fclate vt uGcipiftLi. 
Whosoevfir sparys fore to speke sparys for to spede, 
And he that spekya and spedys nojt, he Bpcllys the 
wynd ; 
1 do 30ue dene out of dout and dredles out of drede. 
Better ia to speke and aped then hold hit in mynd; 
Foremonti haiitie mane manners, and luony beth unkynd, 

Unclene in here eonsyans beeause of eovetyse. 
Spek and have I the hete, seche and thou schatt fynd, 
Eliys may thou fal in myachif and fare al amysae ; 
Dyk not thia with nay. 
Asay thi frynd or thou have nede, 
And of his answere take good hede^ 
Thou getyst no good withoutyn drede, 

bot 3if thou byd or pray. 

Qitierite et invenietis. 
3if ye wyl 5if ham of your good without beggyng, 
Tliai wold now t her beggc ne borou^ thus dare I say ; 
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And fynd hem hem here houshold and here housyng, 

Nouther by ne byld I red 36 asay ; 
Behold, syras, apon here chyrche, now I 30U pray, 

Apon here bellys, on here bokys, and here byldyng, 
Apon here prechyng, her prayes, her reverent aray, 

Thai pase al other men in here governyng, 
I whot hit is no nay. 
Thai play not the fole, 
Contenualy thai go to scole, 
Lordys worchip han thai wole, 

and poton tblys away. 

Dignus est mercenarius mercede sua ; ego autem mendicus sum 
et pauper. 

Sum men sayn these sele frerys thai han no consyans, 

A mon to take vii. salerys x. trental 3if thai may, 
And cast ham in a hogpoch togedur fore to daunce. 

Hit ys no ferly tha3 the folke in horn thai han no fay. 
I lekyn ham to Judas that Crist he con betray, 

Because of his covetyse he sold his soferayn ; 
So to begyle the sele pepul and greve God, weleaway I 

Rededele thai ben ravenowrys and non religyous men ; 
that schal han reuful sore. 
Hit is a3ayns Godys ordenans 
To covet more then 3oure sustynans, 
This makys debat and dystans, 

and mend you, syrus, herefore. 

Ego autem mendicus sum et pauper. 
Sothly hit is wel be-set at my wetyng. 

The grace and the goodness that men done hem here ; 
Hit provys wel apirt by here levyng, 

To put hom to povert in soche a manere. 
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3et thai makyn mone meo ful mekusly chere, 

With the grace and the goodys that God here hom 
sende, 
Wysele and wytle and wittle the leud thai wyl here 
Her mys and her mysdedis her to amende ; 

why schuld men be wroth ? 
Sethying God sendys hom of his sond, 
Withoutyn plo3 or londe. 
Ore salere of kovenande» 

mete, and drinke, and cloth. 

Fratres, nolumus vos ignorare veritatem. 
I wyl not faver joue, frerys, with no flateryng, 
36 were better unborn then fore to be to bolde ; 

Passe not 30ure prevelage because of covetyng, 
Fore this tale treule apon 3oue hit is told ; 

Of soche that knouen hom gult^ agayns me thai woId» 
And I repreve no presthod bot here leud levying, 

For to stond at a stake bren ther y wolde ; 
3if y say falsle at my wyttyng, 

blynd as y am, 
To me hit were a slawnder 
To lye apon my broder, 
I wold han fayne forther 

but songe locum acam. 

Attendite a falsis prophetis. 
Beth fay th ful, 36 frerys, in 30urfay, le the 30ur flateryng. 
Preche the pepul pryncypaly the Prince of Heven 
to pay, 
Pil not the pore peple with your prechyng, 
Bot begge at abundand and at ryche aray : 
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56 may mete mone men ye walkyn be the way, 

That bene nede and nedful, and woful begoon. 
That ave apeny in here perse thaj je beg and pray, 
^jayns xx. of jours y trou thai have not hone: 
this is no charyte. 
For to beg at the pore, 
36 schuld haven here socoure 
Of that 3e potyn in tresoure, 

on ham have pete. 

Estote misericordes, sicut Pater Tester misericors est. 
Thus 36 techyn truly to al maner men, 

For to part with the pore, on ham have pite ; 
As 36 counsel other, y counsel 30U then, 

To solaus ham, to socour ham, in here fyrmete. 
EUys, lele, hit is lyke 36 have no charete, 

36 schul schew good ensampyl to the soule-hele ; 
Men waytyn apon jour werkys, y tel 30U wytterly, 
As 36 techen other to do 30 don never a dele, 
beth seche as 36 seme ; 
A prechur schuld ly ve parfytly. 
And do as he techys truly, 
EUys hit is ypocresy, 

30ur dedus that doth 30U deme. 

Nullum malum pro malo reddentes. 

He that wyl not forther these frerus wyllun han no 
harme, 

Wyl thai loven her lord God thai mow not fare amys ; 
Thenk on the leyth lazar was borne into Abragus barme. 

With his povert and his payne he bo3t hym heven blys. 
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Fore the ryche mon hym refused he faryth al amys, 

And lyus law with Lucefyr ie3y8t in hel, 
Parte with theae pore frerus, 30ur fader wyl hit his, 
Last the case on 30ue fall that on hyin befelle ; 

je schuld fynde hit fare the best : 
Do as thou woldus me dud be the ; 
Apon thi broder thou have pete. 
Depart with hym, and he with the, 

then be thai both y-blest. 

Ignorantia non excusat sacerdotem. 
Mone men of hole cherche thai ben al to lewd, 

I lekyn ham to a bred is pynud in a cage ; 
When he hath shertly hymselfe al be-sclierewd, 

Then he begynnys to daunce, to harpe, and to rage : 
Fore he is leud and understond not his oune langwage, 

Therfore he settys therby not a lytyl prise, 
Fore he had lerd hit in his 30uthe and in his 3enge age, 

And castis hym never to lerne more, and att her oun 

devyse; 

I say 30W fore why. 

Thus leud men thai can sey. 

He is an honest prest in good faye, 

3if his goune be pynchit gay, 

he getis a salary. 

Legere et non intelligere est quasi non legere. 
Now 3if a pore mon set bys son to Oxford to scole, 

Both the fader and the moder hyndyd thay schal be ; 
And 3if ther falle a benefyse, hit schal be 3if a fole. 

To a clerke of a kechyn, ore into the chauncere ; 
This makys the worchip of clerkys wrong fore to wry, 
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Setb seketar men schul have mon soulys in kepyng j 
And pytlon here personache to ferme to a bayle, 
And castoD doune here howaea and liere housyog, 
Here paryschun tlystroy ; 
Clerkys that haa cuonyng, 
Schuld have monys soule in kepyng, 
Bot thai mal get do vaunsyng 

Without ayniony. 

Qui intrttt in ovile nisi per hoslimn, ilie fur est et ktro. 

Symotiy IB a sun forbedun be the laue, 

Hyly in holy cherche no mon hit use, 
And fro that dredfiil dede je sctiul 50U withdraw, 

EIIus the lauys of God 3c doth nof hot dyspyse ; 
Curatis that beth unkuuyng, hem je schuld refuse. 

And aspy pore provyd clerkys among the clergy, 
And ^if heui awauQsment and a beuefyae, 

To save synful soulys with here felecete, 
Goddys wyl hit ys. 
Curatus resident thai schul be, 
And aid houahold oponly» 
And part with the pore that beth nede. 

And mend that ^e do tnys, 



In trea partes dividite rerum eccle^ia! substantiom. 
The furst princypate parte Inngus to jour levyng ; 

The ij. part to hol« church to hold his honeste ; 
The iij. part to 5our parechyngs titat al to ^oue bryng, 

To horn that faylun the fode, and fallun tti poverte. 
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Thus the goodlys of hole chcrch schuM be spend spe- 
C5aly ; 
Botli5ourmeryt aDd30urmede in heaven schulje have; 
Al Cristyn men on Crist wold thai crye, 

ffor the bode and the soule bothe do je save. 
Here in tbi3 word ; 
That susteyne ham both nyjt and day. 
And techyn to heven the rode vvay, 
Pryncepal fore 50ue thai wold pray 

To here giacious Lord. 

Apprf-henditc disctplinAnL, ne (^uaDdo noscatur. 
TruSet I trow, this rewme where ehamjd and chent, 

Kere ther foretheryngot'tbe frerys and here prechyng, 
Fore the seculars prisUa take non eotent, 

Bot to here leudncs and her lust and here lykyng ; 
Thai beth nothing covetese to lerne no conyng^ 

The laus of here Lord God lo know and to ken, 
Hit demj!* wele be here deciyg thay have no lovyng 
Norther to God ne goodness, oe non to odyr men ; 
This is a gret pete. 
Here hole order when that thai toke, 
Thai where exampnyd apon a bokt:, 
Godya lauya to lerne and to loke, 

And kepe chary te- 

Accipite ju^jflm castitatis. 
Clerkys were choaon to be chast and kepe charyte, 

With alle here wyt, and here wyl,and here worchyogf 
And be a dene calender the lend men on to se, 
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not to stere stryf and wrath fore here coi 
Hit is a schenchyp and a schame and a sclawnderyng, 
Ajayns the order of hole cherch and Goddys orden 
awns, 
Prestis fore to covet al, tlie frerya to han do thyng, 
^A This dole is undeule datt, hit maketh dyatans, 
IP And al tliai beth breder. 

And sethen thai Berven won Lord, 
Thai schuld never be at dyscord, 
^ Nouther in ded nor in word, 

But ychon part with othyr, 
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^ctsit ill" omuiii ooBunuitia. 

In Actibus Apostolortioi ther may 56 rede, 
Hou the goodys of hole cherche sunityme were i-senipde, 
che postyl bad hia part ry5t as he had nede, 
That cast hit al in comjn the goodys that God hym 
sende ; 

Curst covetyse forsothe the derge hath y-blynd, 
That schuld be lanterns lyjt in hole eherehe to bren, 

And chasud away chary te, therfore thai wyl be chetit. 
And turne hemaelf fro the treuth and marrun other 
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More artue is ; 
Thai pottyn hanaselfe in gret parel, 
Pore treuly the pepul thai schuld ttl 
Hd warne ham of the payns of hel. 

And mend that thai do my s. 
D 2 
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Ecce qaaiDi bOQiMi et (]uam jocvmdiim. 

Take tent to this tyxt, pristis, I 30U pray, 

Habiiare semper ftatres in nnum. 
Thus Davit in the Sauter sothle con he say, 

Crist of hb curtesse to curatia toke his kayj 
Mon soul with mekenes to have in kepyng, 

With the treuth of here toung to teche hem the way, 
Thro5 thi:; vij. sacrementis here soule to blis bryng. 

God grauDtyth hem his pouere 
To aaoyle that wyl repent, 
And Bchryve hem eleoe witli good entente 
And do here penans veraraeat, 

Wyle that thai ben here. 

Ego sum pastor bonus. 
The ground of at goodnes curatis schuld be the cause, 

And knyt hem kyndly togedur al the clergi&j 
And We here leudnea aad here lust and lern Godys 
laues. 
With here conyng and clanues dedle synnua dystrojt 
Both the flesche and the fynd false covetys defye, 

With merceand with mekenestlie treuth for to teche, 
The eomawndmentis of Crist to kepe kyndly, 
To-fore the pepul apart thus schuld he preehe, 

ffore je ben scheperdys al one ; 
Then Crist to Peter, what said he? 
" My key 18 I betake to the, 
Kepe iny schepe fore love of me, 

That they pertache never on/' 
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The prophecy of the prophetua at nowe ttit doth apere. 

That s unity me was sayd he the clergy^ 
That leud men the laue of God that sehuld love aod lere, 

Forecuratis fore here eovetyse wold count n 03 1 therby, 
Bot to talke of her tythys y tell 5011 treuly ; 

And 5if the secular say a soth auon thai beue e-scLent, 
And Hyen upon the leudmen and sayn hit is loUere j 

Thus the pepul and the pristis beth of one asent, 
They dare no noder do : 
Fore dred of the clerge 
Wold dampoen hem unlaufully. 
To preche upon the pelerc. 

And bren hem after too. 



De Tobis qui didds malum bonum et bonum nuduBQ. 
Lef thou me a loUer, his dedis thai wyl hym deme, 

jif he withdraue his deutea from hole cherche away, 
And wyl not worchip the croa; on hym take good erne, 
And here his matyns and his maBse upon the haleday, 
And bclevys not in the sacrement, that hit is God veray. 
And wyl not schryve him to a preat on what deth he 
dye. 
And eettis D03t be the eacramentis eothly to say. 
Take him fore a loller y teljou treuly. 
And false In his fay ; 
Deme hym after his sawj 
Dot he wyl hym withdrawe, 

Never fore hym pray- 
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Corripito iiiqvialoi, qui Toltiiit mteUigerc ut bene &ocr«Di 
Tliaj the pepyl be never so leud in here Icvyng, 

And brekun tlie contawndementes of Criit, and 
wykud werks worch, 
They may go mery al the jere for ane reprevyog, 

Outher of person, or of prest, or men of hole cherche. 
Bot y\{ thai fade thus, or scbof another that with thai 
grochei 
Coraawnd in Cristia name her techyng to hem bryng, 
Ellis a lecter of sentena thai wyl on hem sorche. 

Hit cemys that to the cele soule thai have no levyng. 
Thus may ^e wel knowe, 
Y pray serys that ^e aspye, 
Hone contemny* lechore^ 
Have he cordit with the constere, 

Vola verede voo. 

VidetG rectariGs ccclesise, ne propter hicrum diimptietis ftaimns 
Chriatiuima. 

Alas I that thes offecera of holi cherchis lane 

Lettyth these leud men lye in here syn, 
That dredun nothyng here dorauA hem to withdrawe, 

Fore mede the maydyn mantens hem therin, 
Because of ser covetys is neyre of here kyn, 

May do with mon of hole cherche holle his en tent, 
The wyf and the hosbond he mal part atwyn, 

Thaj thai be boundon to God be the sacrement. 
He wyl dyssever hem two ; 
And jet the gospel hem doa lere. 
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That God comniua togeder y fere, 
There La do mou Ihat Latb pouere 

That a&crement undoo. 

Episcopus debet esse aiie crimine, et csomgere rtctorea ecclesioe, 
aleut ¥ult reapandere conm Sunaroo Judice. 

Thus oure blessud byscop, dene offecialle, 

gofers thea setelers in here ayjt to sun opynly, 
Tha5 thai to here canstri bom to here court call, 

Thai mercy 11 hem with moa& and med prevely; 
Thai ischuld put horn to prayers and to peoans oputily , 

Fore opun &yn opun penans, this is Godya laue. 
jif 56 wyl serche the soth here is reraede, 
Then wold thai dred 50ur domys and sone hom with- 
draw, 

And kepe Godys laus. 
Curatis the soth thai dar not say, 
fibre thai be worse levcra then thai. 
And leven in syn for day to day, 

So thai beth the cause. 

XncHob BOF meiim, Deus, in testLmoiiin tiio, ct non UTaritiam, 
je curatis, fore 3our covetys je caatun in the new fayre, 
The churches that je byu chosun to be Godus orde- 
nauDBi 
And callun hit permetacioD cuntreys about to kayre, 

Bot 3if 3e han pbralytis hit is not pleaana. 
I preve the pope principaly ys worthy to have penauoce, 
That grauntus ane seche grace because of covetyng. 
Hit dou3 dysese in holtj chorche and inakys hot dys- 



I taung. 
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A mon to have iiij. benefyae, anoder no lypyng. 
This is not Godys wyl. 

The furat benefyce je ben bound to, 

je shuld, not desire to go ther fro, 

Aod tak a levyag aod no more, 

Lest je 3our soulis spy]. 

Nemo potest duobus dondms aervire. 
je schul make no marketys^ ne do marchandyse, 

Nouther for to by ne to sel for lucre, I say ; 
Hit chasis away chary te jour covetyse, 

Alle jour goostly grace hit wypis clene away. 
Who may serve two lordia aod botbe to here pay, 
That is, this wyckyd word and God to pleeyng ? 
jlt je serve not jour God, the fjnd wyl 30U fray, 
When 56 bun callud to 5our couotys and to jour 
rekenys, 

That most je nede ; 
jif je have aervyd the worlde, 
And be untreue to jour Lorde, 
The laue wyl joue rewarde 

Deth to yoor ende. 



Hoc qucxaensennqiie fecerids, in mei memoriam foeiatis : qui ' 
vero propter luomm (fuodlibet ttsmpomle ofBcium domimcum 
pnBSUinit celelirare, proraua quidera similis proditori Judae, qui 
Christtun Judadd, propter deQarios triginta, non dubitnvit yendcre. 
Qui ergo hoc inodo oect'dit iid corpus domiiucuTi), indlgne Tere 
ribi id ipsiim aceipit, et BangTiinenj Domlnicum, non sd salatem 
fled ad! judicium, et juste. NuUua itajque propter Itjcrum 
agat, ne Judje proditori socius iti poenis fiat 
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A foule defaute faythTully I fynd in hole cherche, 

Pristis to syng twyse a day fore here leucre> 
jif thai Bchuld fore Cristis sake, anon then thay groche, 

And thus thai sellyn heresoverayn and here Saveoure; 
I lekyn hem to Judas (hat waa a traytoure, 

Because of bis covetyee bis soveren he aolde. 
Boldlc, the byechop i^ to blame that doth ham favour, 

Fore this tale treuly on hem hit la tolde; 
This if) a gret schame ; 
And jet the laue hit dotli bem lere, 
Thai Bchuid syng bot twyae a jere, 

At Cry sty mas and Astere, 

EUys thai beth to blame. 



' Sicat aqtm extingnit iguem, ita elgmoiduaL extingmt poccatum. 

Preatis je achul prove 50uraelfe and princypale in dede. 
Ever depart with the pore , on hem have pitfe, 
^^Cownael ham and cum ford ham and cloth hem at here 
^^P nede, 

In priaun, and in poverte, and infyrmety ; 

Thus 3e prechyn the pepul and in the pylpit opynle 
I The vij . werkys of raerce mekele to folfyl, 

And to ressayve here reward remysayon redele 
^H At the dredful dai of dome, fore this is> Go^ya wyl, 
^f Ore ellus schuL thai rew. 

As 56 techon other to do, 

Do jourselve al so, 

Ore ellis men wyl part joue fVo, 

And say ye bene untrew. 
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De confesaione, el de socramento aJtaris. Subjectt estote omul 
imuminaj crL^flitumi proj>tcr stium. 

I counsel 30ue, al Chnstun men, and comawnd in 
Cristia name. 
That 36 obey 30ur curatis tliat 56 ben bouDdoa to, 
51 f ODe be fallyn be freltfe in ane febel fame, 

God graunt hem of his grace no more so to do ; 
And beth in ful chary te with frynd and with foo. 
Fore that U the grownd of a! goodnea with coittri- 
cloun, 
And serve that lord of al lordys where bene ane mo, 
That may soyle joue of jour sunne and graunt you 
remyssyOQ, 

In fayth no mo bot hee ; 
Of al lordyis be he blest. 
He wold no raon where e-loat. 
That wyl in hU mercti trust, 

And in hk benyngnete. 



5if 3 our curatifi comaund 30U to kepe Cristis tawus, 

Then do aftyr here doctrine and 53 bene out of drede^ 
Fore, serys, thai may save 3 our soule throj here soth saua, 

Then in heven schalje have jour meryd and jour mede j 
Bot do not as thai doun, thereof take good hede, 

Bot5if thaiahowejouegoodemsampil to the soule hele, 
Fore God in the Gospel this he forebed, 

After here werkus worche je neTer a dele, 
EUus schul ye reue ; 
Fore as thai techy u 50U to do, 
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Bot jif thai don haraaelve al so, 
Ellas y rede 3© gon him fro, 

And say thay ben untreu. 



Qooiicnnque ligaveriB super terrain. 
Fore GoU hath graunt of bis grace to curatis his pouere, 
Thaj thai ben syoful men to asoyle joue of jour syDne, 
Thor3 virtu of the aacreraente soyle I 30 we enseure, 

No noon roese in this matere 5if he wyl aavyd bene. 
Evere preat he hath pouere to asoyle 50a then. 

And to here confession in jour neceacyte, 
jiF to jour ctiraitis je mai not cum that bath 50ur soveren, 
Thai may do joue ry3tua, y telle jone treuly 
Thai have this povere, 
To aaoyle that wyi repent. 
And schryve han dene with good €Otent, 
Be vertu of the eflcrenient, 

Both preafe and fnere. 

Noia secimdum deoretalea et cutistitutioncit ccclesi^ quod omnifi 
hnvao utriu&que sexus tenetur oonfiteri auo proprio Btioerdoti 
!u>mel in iinno ad minua, nbi hatient lieGntinm, vi>l disponsationeiii, 
vl4 privilegium a superiors. 

Bot 36 most come to 5our curatures be the comen laue. 
And achryve 3oue sothely of jour synne at the lest 
en us a 5ere; 
3G stoaden in doute and in dred 3if 36 30U withdraw, 

Without lysens or leve outher to prest or frere: 
Thai most 30iir counaei kuoue that schal joue led and 
lere, 
That have the charclie of 30 u re souletn here kepyng, 
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je bylh princjpaly under liene pouerej 

Go not ungoodly away without here wytyngj, 

And know 30Er entent; 
Thai mai not answer© fre 3eve, 
^our counsel bot thai know» 
Thai beth excusid be the laue. 

And 36 schul be schenU 



Qoiconque enim manducarerit vel biberit calicem banc iiidigti& 
yif the pr^t unworlhele presume to ayng his mas. 

Serus, y ^y the dacreuent enpayrd hit may not be, 
Bot bes owoe deth and hid dome he ressayns, alas I 

^ir in his cunBlauB he kuaw that he be gulte, 
Thaj he syog and aay no mas the prest unwolhele. 

Both jour maret and jour mede io heven 36 schul 
have, 
Fore God hath grauntyd of hia grace be his auctorete, 

Be he never ao Byoful joure soulys may he save, 
Have this in thojt; 
The masHe is of so bye degre, 
Apayryd forsoth hit mai not be, 
Ne no moQ mend it may, 

Theron doctoura han Bojt. 

NichU iaaposaibile apud Deian, 
Take ensampyl by the sunne je syne here with syjt, 
Wha may depreve hit hym of his pouere and let hit 

That shenus apon a synful man as wel as on a ry3t» 

Alse wile on fouele as 00 fayre without defouteryng, 
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Abe wel apon a knave as apon a kjrng ; 
A sad aaumpil forsoth her may je se, 
flit is Godys word and his werke and his worchyngj 
The sacroment of the autere defoulyr) mai not be, 
I do 30ue out of drede. 
His Godhed may not be sayne 
With no fleschle eyne* 
Bat in the sacrement je may hit sene, 

In figure and fourme of bred. 

I se sothle ia the sanne. knyt iij. maner kynde, 

His clerte and bis clerenes what clert^ can declare, 
Behold the hele In thi hert and have hit in mynd. 

The conselacioun and the con ford thai iij. what thai are; 
Fore aJ Ihat levys in this load ful evyl schiil hit fare, 

Nere that gloreus gleme that fro the heven glydts, 
Ho that servythnot thatsoverayn his hert may be ful sare, 

That lenusof his lovesechealyzt that al this word gladis 
In everych a place. 
A I aynfal raon, have this in mynde, 
To that Lord b« not unkynde, 
Fore he may both louse and bynde, 

GrauDt merce and grace. 

I declare the clerte to the Fader of my5tii most, 
Tlie heete hyle therof to his onlc 9unne, 

The con^olacioun and the com ford to the Hole Cost, 
Kyndly y*knyt togeder without deveaioun ; 

The Fader, the Son, the Hole Gost, al thai bt'thbot hone, 
Thre persons prevyd in the Trenete, 
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That aevet bad begj'nrtyng, ende have thai none, 
That now is, and ever was, and ever schal be. 
Lord of m jjtjs most. 
Thus the fader our lyjt us brojt. 
With the bete of his blod his son us bo^t, 
ConsolaciouD and cutnford thus have tbai wro5t, 

Thro5 the grace of the Hole Gost, 

Fidea uou hubet meritutD. 

Ry3;t as je ae all this world is gtorefyed with ooe sutinCr 

Serrs, so is muns soule with the sacrement, 
AU mone men at a mas as je acount cod^ 

Ucbe person hais his part that is ther present ; 
And al hit is hot hone Good, beleve this veraraenl, 

That is sacyrd on the autere between the pristia house, 
That schal 30U derae at dornysday at his jugement, 

After 30ur dedis dredles thus achat 56 understonde, 
Thaj je have done amya; 
jif fore 30ur synnus 55 be aor^, 
Then je resseyve hem worthele, 
And schul have grace and mercy, 

And joy in Heven bUss. 

Estote fort«$ In beUo. 
Dredles uche dedly sunce y declare a wounde. 
That when the fynd hath fo5t with joue and hath ( 
maj&tre, 
TheumostjeBeche asut^oun^jif^e wyt be save and so and, 
That can sotlile serche 5Dur aore and make 30ue hole ; 
Confession and contresion thi salve schal hit be> 
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The penaDs of this penetawnserc thi satisfaccioti. 
I Then fejtuat with the fynd ajaync and hast the mayatre, 
j\nd dost hym schenchip an J echaiiie for ever confii- 
cyon, 

Thi sotile fore to save, 
[ Thus thi wondia hdyd schul be, 
i With gret wordiip to the, 
1 Because of thi victore» 

Reward schalt thou have. 

Miscrcre md, DeuB, qniii infinmis sum. 

f I letyn uche a synful »oule to a seke man, 
That is y-schakyd and schent with the ak^ts, 
Thir is no dayntel e-^lyjt that pay hyiu thai con, 

Bot al that ia asayns him that wyl hym pleese ; 
So hit farua by a Dion that ys rechelea, 

That is seke in his soule the sothe he vel not here, 
Bot wrys away fro Godya word to his wyckydnes. 
Here may je know kyndle 5if jour conaiana be dere, 
The soth veramenL 
Criatya meu pf that je be. 
Then loke je done criBtynle, 
Ellus je berun that noxne in veyue, treuly ; 

je wyl be shamed and y-shent. 



I counsel al ^oue, al curators, that wysele jou wayt. 
That hau the cure of nions soule in pure kepyng, 

Engeyne je not to jeesy penans, ne to strayt algat, 
Lest je slene both bode and soule with 5001 ponyschy ng ; 

Fore better is a pater nmter with repentyng, 
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To Beiiil hem to the meree of God to purgatore. 
Fore Crist enjoynd no nother penans tn his levyng, 
Bot vade in pat% amplius noU peccare. 

Fore SiA possebel hit were 
Here with a tere of thjn nye 
To quench the feyre of purgatore, 
AU al the water in the se 

To quench a blaae of foyre. 

56 ihat bechosun to benchif and sittyng in Cristis place, 
je most have treuth and ry3lwyeDe8 in jour demyng ; 
Then let treuth ale tok hym both merce and grace. 

And ry3twyane8, rest pes, fore dred of pereehyng j 
The^e iiij. mstyra made acord betwene hevea kyog, 

And manse soule that was forjuggyd to damuacioun, 
Fore pes ajayns ryjtwysnesche wais over pletyng, 
Whyle merce with his mekenes turne treuth to re- 
my^ioutn. 

Herewith God plesid was, 
And send do una his son from heven an hye 
To lejt in the virgyn majde Mary, 
In berth to be boren of here body. 

To graum merce and grace. 

Qui prajEantitr noti felletur, 
I hold hym wyse that wyl be ware wharehe has warnyng. 

Have thia mas in jour bert and hooide hit in mynde, 
Bot never hone whyl be ware in here levyng, 

Bot al blustyrne fnrth u ablest as bayard the blynd. 
Ajayna the goodnea of God men bene unkynd, 
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Frerys fekul, and freel, and false in here fay ; 
A iiionkej the men of hole cherche, feu ther I fynd 
That worahyn wj»ly hemielfe to wyae meo the way, 
Tfiis is a earful case. 
To curatis, sayth Saynt Grpgore, 
That ttiai schal answere trewle, 
Fore men soul apeciale, 

To-fone G odd is face. 

Verbi grutin^ gi^tia qui siciat diclt ejtiacopo, epiacapus recto- 
ribus eceleslae, qui recipiunt potestatem ligandi atque solvendi 
tt curara aniiwaruin fnitTea in Chris to habet, trailo vobia cflrum 
nniinarun:! pitrcicbiuiorum veetrDniin, ut ros^pondiatia pro mo et 
pro nobia coram summo JucHcc in die jndicii, 

I mene this mater nniekdu fore luurmur of men, 

Wherefore I pray 50U spec5*aly that 30 wyl aspye, 
At clerkus that have conyng that can thi« know and ken. 

Bene the trouth is he touchid, wherefore and why. 
I red 56 rede hit ary3t, remember jou rcdle, 

Fore the We of our Lord non there Ia3 ne gren, 
Ai God of my mysdedia he have merce, 

I mene ibis to amend me aod al other men, 

My God to plese and pay< 
No mon deney this, 
yt that he ihynke to have blys, 
Betwene prestis and frerys y-wyy 

I make this loveday. 

Miserieordift ct Veritas obbeaverunt; sibi pax ct jiisticiii 
oficukti sunt. 

Thua aayd Da^-id foresoth in th*? Sautere, 
And verefyus in asife the love of our Lord, 
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MiHericordia et Veritas han thai met efere* 
That long tyme before had bene at dyscord ; 

There was faythfole made a feneal corde^ 
Fore justicia and pax made ham to kus^ 

Fro that day furth to fulfyl that forward. 

Never that mater to have in raynd to fere was a-mys. 
So I 30U pray. 

Fore Godis wyl forsoth hit is* 

That }e amend 56 haa do mys, 

A ad hochoD othere 5c cusae^ 

For ever and for ay, 

CujuB lima boaurn ipsum totum boniim. 
Thus Salamon hath sayd the soth verement, 

As Marcol, ihe more fole, warned hym I weiie, 
Bot 3tf this drajt be draun wel thai goune wil be achent, 

And schal turne treule to torment and to tene ; 
Have myod 00 this mater, je wot what T mene, 

Bluster not furth unblest as Bayard the biynd, 
Bot cal a3ayne charyte with consians dene, 

And wry not fro Godia word as the wroth wynd, 
Herkyns hit as the hynd ; 
Apon jour levyng take good erne. 
And beth seche as je schul seme. 
Fore be jour dedis men wyl 3011 deme. 

Here I make an end. 

Si veritat^m dico qiiar« non credids mihi qtii ex Deo eat, yerba 
Doi audit ideo aon auditiB qm ex Deo nan estia. 

'^ore I have towchid tlie trouth I trow I schal be schent^ 
And said sadie the soth without flateryng, 
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HaM me fore no parte that belli liere present, 

L have no lykjng. ne tust to make no lesyiig, 
Fore favel with hiB fayre wertlis and his flateryng, 
He wyl preclie the pepiil apert hem for to pay, 
I nel not wrath my God at my wetyng. 
As God have merce on me, syr Jon Audtay, 
At my most ned. 
I reche never who hit here, 
Weder preat or frere, 
^K<For at & fole 3e ma lere^ 
^^ft jif ^e wil take hede. 
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*ro thi nejbour fore love of me, 
To make debate ny dyscorde, 
-And iliou dust me more oimferd, 

Then tha5 thnu wentust hare Tote in tho slrete, 
I'or love of me that ys thi Lonle, 

That Btremus of blood folewed thi fete. 
1 &ai for wi. 
A wlckid worde a mon may schame. 
To leae hb godes and hya good rtame» 
Who so faUly duth men fame, 

Beth curse [d] trly. 

The vij, verta ya good conselyng, 

Entyse not thi nejbour to wekednes, 

Ny pay no worde to hym ni sklanderyng, 

But consel hym to al goodenes. 

e2 
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And this tbou rnyjt me more plessj 

Then tha5 thou styndcst ones a day, 
Into heven tfii sowle to sese, 
Into that joy that laatus ay, 

Wi thou ten drede. 
For bi thi goodenes and thi consele, 
Thou may pytte thi nejbour fro grot perele. 
And Bare hym fro the peynes of fael, 

And encrese thi inede. 

The ?iij. vertu is hole prayere ; 

Dyssyre and aske of rae ryjtwealyj 
Thi selfe thou achalt be messangere. 

And do thi message dewoutly, 
And thou plesu^t me more appciali. 

Then thaj my moder and say nils alle 
Praydyn in heven on hy fore the, 

For thou aat fre choyse to ryse or falle^ 
Both thou may. 
jif tbou falle, aryse anon^ 
And call to me with contricion^ 
Then my moder and Bayntis uchon 

Wil fore the pray. 

The ix. vertu is thou schalt only 
Love me in herte over al thyng, 

Then gold, or aelver, or lond, or fee, 
Or wyf, or child, or world Je tliyng: 

Thou doiit me then more pJesyng, 
Then thaj tbou styedust up-on hyj pelere. 
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Foile of rayssors kene stekyng. 
Fore me love thi flesche to tere, 

Bileve wjl thia. 
Love plesia me over al thyng, 
Fore charete with hym is ever dwetlyug. 
Mod soule to joy hit doth hit bryog 
Into my blis. 

These ix. vertue son aoth thou pcbalt fynd, 

Lerne this lesson now I the pray, 
To God and mon loke thou be kynd, 

And make amendia wyle thou may ; 
For to heven ther ys nooo oder way, 

jyf thou wolthave salvasyon, 
Me thou most nedc pleee and pay, 

Or ellus have damnacyon, 

Hit ys for the beat. 
Do AS thou woldust roe dud by the, 
Uche OD of Oder je have pyt^, 
And leve in love and chary te, 

Then be je blest 



m 



Sura men ther ben that stelon heven, 

With penans, prayers, and poverte ; 
And flura goon to hel ful even. 

For Ittst, and lykyng of here body. 
Here twey wayes, my soue ther be, 

Thou hast fre choyse wedur to pasae, 
Cbese the better y consel the, 

Lest thou syng the sung alasse 

For evur and ay. 







■^^ ^^otld,,^ >'* Oof |, 
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De effuglone eang^nis Cfaristi in remissiti'ne peoatorani. 

An holy prayer here bygynnes, 
Id remedy of seuen dedly synnes. 

Vij. blodes Criat he bled, 
The fyrst in his cireumsycyon, 
The secuod Id hole oreEiown^ 

The deth when that he dred ; 
The thred in his flagellacion, 
The fourth in his coronacion, 

The fyfth in his hondis also. 
The vj, in his hole iete. 
The vii. blode ran out of his hert wete, 

To wasche us out of our wo ; 
With mone an other enstrement, 
He suffryd tene and turmentyng, 

In his mon-heed. 
In tyme of his paciscion, 
Here fore our redemcion, 

His blesful blod he bled ! 

Jhesu, fore the blod thou bledyst. 
And in the furat tyme thou cheddust, 

In thy circumcecion, 
That I have eynnjd in lechore. 
That stynkyng ayn forejyf thou me, 

And my delectacion. 

O Jhesu, at the mount of Olefete, 
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There blod and water thou con swete, 

To thi Fflder when thou dydist pray ; 
So, Pader» jif thi wyl hit be. 
Put envj away fro me, 

And tetntaclons n)'^5t and day. 

O Jhesii, thi payns were ful strong. 
When the skorgisi both scharp and long, 

Mad thi body to bled. 
To the, Iiord, merce I cryj 
Thou bepe me out of glotone, 

And helpe me at my ned. 

O Jhesu, fore thi scharp oroune, 
That mad the blod to ren adoune 

About thi fay re tkce, 
Ther proud in hert I have be, 
Lord unbuxum to thep 

Grawnt merce and grace. 

O JhesUj &B I uuderatond 

Thou ched blod at both tbi hond, 

When thai were naylid. 
Thou cost me out of covetyse. 
And graunt nie grace sone to aryse, 

Of syn when I am aeylid. 



O Jheau, thou bledyst more blod^ 
Wen thou wast naytd apoo the rood, 

Throj thi fete with naylis. 
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1 


^1 Let me never in slouth stynke» 


^ 


^K Bot grawnt me grace for to swynke^ 


3 


^H Thyag me avaylis. 


m 


1 Jhesii, bles&id be ihl bones, 


M 


^H Fore blod and water thou chedist at once, 




^m Out of thi preasious hert. 


^ 


^m Out of wrath kepe tbou me, 


w 


^1 And grawnd me love and cKaryte, 


^M 


^K For tlii wondis smert. 


n 


^p JbesUj for the peler Htrong^ 




~ Thi bodi was bound therto with wrong. 




^^ Y-baffet and y-blend. 


< 
» 


^m That ho1€ cherche as bound m^ to, 




^M OrawDt me grace that fore to do, 




^K Lest I be chamyd and schent. 




^M JhesUj, fore thi blesful face, 


1 


^M Tbou beloke Veroneca bi grace, 


1 


^M Upon here sudar£. 




^H That faea be ne consolacion, 


1 


^^ And to the fynd conruaion, 




^M That day when I schal dye. 




^B Jhesu, fore thi hol^ cros, 




^B Thi body sprad theron was, 


i 


^B Fore our syn sake. 




^F That crof be my protcecion 


^ 


^M Ajayns my nenmys everychon, 


^M 


^M Weder I sSepe or wake. 

^ 


: 
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O Jhcsu, fore thi naylia thre, 
That peraiti the to the rod tre, 

Y- Jrevyo with gret distres * 
Tbou grawEit me repentawns. 
Fore my syns to do peoans, 

My payna to release. 

O Jhesii, fore the vessel also, 

That aysel and gal thai brojt the to, 

That dreake hit was unsetej 
That I have sjad in glotency, 
That atynkyng ayn ibrjif thou me, 

That me hath thojt ful awete. 

O Jhesii, fore the charp spOTC, 

That throj thyn hert Longyua caD bere, 

That was a blynd knyjt ; 
Thou perae me hert with contricioD, 
Fore the syns I have edone. 

As thou }if bioi hia $y3t. 

O Jhesu, fore the lovele ladder, 
And fore the tongis and fore hamyr, 

That laust the fro the tre; 
Thou graunt me contemptacion 
To theng the fore thi passioun^ 

That thou soferest fore me. 



O Jhesu, as Josep of Hararaathe 
Beryd the fnl ouestle 
III his monument, 
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Fore thi glorjous resurexioii, 
And thi raarvelia assencion, 
Thou grawnt nie remyaaion» 
Tofore thi jugement 

In worchtp of ihi hole paasion, 
And of my syns reiuyssioD, 

XV. pater noster y say ; 
And XV. SLwes lo Our Lady, 
Fore heo b the wet of al pytc. 

That heo wel fore me pray. 

He that aaya this prayere 
Every day in the 3ere, 

He worchips euere wonde ; 
That Crist aofyrd fore his sake. 
Fore his syos am end is to make, 

I-blesaid be that stounde. 

Wherefore y pray 30ue specialy 
That ye say hit dewoutly, 

joare souls je may save ; 
Fore Crist hath ^rawadtid secbe a grace. 
In heveo he schal have a plasscj 

That other schal 005 1 have, 

That ffulfyld not this prayere. 

And worchipd not hh passiou wyle thai bene here 

With devocion; 
Thes that to him be unkynd, 
He wil not have ham in mynd, 

In here trebulacioD. 



He that t^chia another mon this, 
He schal be sekyr of heven blU, 

Thus wreiyn I fynde ; 
Fore thai be blessud of our Lord, 
That heren and doti after Godis word, 

And holdyii hit in mynd. 
Explicit de swguine ChiistL 

V. 

Quomodo JliesQS fuit reprobittaa a Judmis. 

O God, the wycbe thou woldust, Lorde^ 

Fore the redempcion of the worlde 

Of Jew is to be reprevyd. 
And to be betray d of Judas, 
Of that traytur with a cos, 

Stray t boundyn and displlid. 

And as a lamb and euno^^ent, 

To be kd to sacrefyce to fore pieaent, 

Of Ann and Kay face ; 
Of Pilate) Erod, and mon a mo, 
Uuaemele to be offyrd up so, 

That never didist trespace. 



And to be acusid of false witnes> 
Reprevyd and acorgid with creuelnes, 

And to ba crownd with thorns; 
And to be spit in the face, 
And to be bofet and blyndfuld, ataa I 

With mone schamftil storng. 
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And to be tliroulUd bond and food 
With charp naylus to the rod, 

And to be lift up in the crm, 
Beiwene two thevys for to hyng ; 
Of aysel and gal thai prophcrd the drynke, 

With a apere tlu hert persid was. 

Be these most hole payna, Lord^ 
Fore me sjnful that thou soffyrd, 

I worcbip with hert aud wylle. 
Also fore the hold cros, 
Delyver my aoule, Lord, fro loase. 

Fro tlie payos of belie. 



And led ine» Lord, graciously j, 
Synful wreche and onworthe, 

Into that some plasse 
Thou ladist the thefe hongytig the by. 
And grauntust liim grace and thi mercy, 

Fore-jif m© my trespace. 

Wele is him that wil and may 
Say this oreson evere day, 

Of Cridtis poission ; 
Out of this word or that he wynd, 
Of al his synnus, as wretyn I fynd, 

Schal have remysaion. 



Dr Bp^B «bIh 4^^n Obbm pe&dflBiB zB €k«ne. 

Be ^ ««ite «r tks «««> <w«Sir tb«« wii 
That I litTe tuapa^fefe «a 1^ 

!■ priwfj w VfstB, ani to cavy, 
la leeborr, in gtotonrf , 

WliJb ^ret PokjiMlae*; 
hk •lovih, Lond; in tlit serrpe^ 
And ia tliis VQn& caveijae^ 

Gfwint me forejifiies. 

O Jbeiu, this waM furst je savde, 
" Fader, I am eh ap4Td» 

GrauDt hftiu remmion* 
That don me a1 this tnrmeotre, 
Oo ham fader have pete, 

That wot not what thai done I" 



O Jhesu, so I the beseche, 
Hyjt with her fulti speche^ 

Thou gpi^unt myo enmes grace. 
Here mysdedis here to meode^ 
Out of this word or thai wyndc, 

Fader, thou jif ham space. 
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O Jhesu, the thefF to tlie con say, 

'* Have inynd on me, Lord, I the pray, 

When thou cumyst to thi kyngdom." 
" Amen, J say thou sehalt be 
This day in Paradyse with me, 

Without syn and schame 1" 

O Jhesu, my soveren and my Lord, 
Have myod on me with that word 

In that same wyse. 
When my soule schal wjnd away, 
Graunt me part, I the pfay, 

Of the joys of Paradyse, 

O Jhesu, thi tnoder had gret pete, 
When heo se ihe turment on rod Ire, 

To here thus coQ thou say : 
" Woman, lo ! here thi sune, 
Take here to thi moder, Jod,, 

And kepG here now, I the pray/' 

O Jhesu, for thi moder loTe, 

That is cround in heveo with the above. 

And Jon, thi dere darlyng ; 
Fore the love thai hadyn to the, 
Uppon my soule thou have pet^, 

And graunt me good endyng. 

O Jhe&u, Lhou saydyst ful pefcuyaly, 
*• Eloy Lamaaabatani," 
With a rewful voyse. 
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** My God, my God," hit h to say, 
" Wy foresakis tln»u mo this dayj 
Hongyng apon th(j croyse ?" 

O Jhesu Lord, I the pray, 
GrauDt me grace tliat I may say. 

In tyme of temptacion, 
"Fader, tbou have merc6 on me, 
As thou cliadist thi blood on rod tre 

Fore my redeinpcion." 

O Jhesu, [thou] saydist ciclo, 
Eysel and gal thai pmphei-d the to, 

Thou foresoke that bittere clrynke ; 
Hit were the souUs that were in payn. 
To delyver ham thou wast ful fayiie 

Out of that darke dwellyng. 

O Jhesu, graunt me grace to thorst 
The water of lyve that ever schal last, 

The vvel that ia ever lyjtjng ; 
With al the desstre of my hert, 
To foresake my synnis with terys smert, 

Here in ray levyng. 

O Jhesu, thou aaydist ful specialy, 
"In mantis tuas, Domine, 

Citmtfiendo spiritum meiim. 
Out of this word I when ecliat wynd, 
My soule to the I reconierid, 

Fader, to the l cuiu !" 
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O Jheaii, my Lord, and my sovercn, 
When bod 6 and soule schal part etiLwyu, 

My apery 1 1 coroende 
In manm htm, Domine, 
It] Ibi blis with the to be, 

Word without ende I 



^h 



O Jhesu, thou saydist, " al eodyd h \" 
Lflbprs, sorowys, wooful i-wys, 

Thoii sofyrd foreaynful men. 
To UB, Lord, thou wast ful kyndj 
Grautit us gract^ to have in myiid 

To thonke the here and hen. 

And make me worths, fader dere, 
Thi swete voyse that I may here, 

Id t)ie oure of ray partyng, 
Cum to mej my chosun blest, 
And have the blis that ever schal laat. 

Word without endyog. 

In the worchip of the^e wordis vij„ 
Devoutle to the fader of heven 

Vij. pater-noaters je say, 
And vij. avea to our lady, 
Fore [jche is the wel of al petS, 

That heo wyl fore me pray. 

And grauDt me trew confesaioo, 
And evpry contrecion. 
Hens ore I wynd; 
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That Cristia ho1*fi passion, 
May be may satiBfacciont 

And sceDcltip to llii? fynd. 

Welle is him that wil and may 

Worchip these wordla evere <lay 

With devocion. 
Ful secur then iDay he be, 
jif he be in love and charyt^, 

Hath playn remysstoun, 

VII. 
De meritia miesse ; quomodo debemus audiire tDissain. 

Lordis, jif 56 wil lythe. 
Of a thyng I wil 3011 kythe. 

Is helth to al monkynd. 
Of the medis of the masse, 
Houevere mon more and lasae, 

Scliuld have hem id myod. 

How 3e 3chnl jour servyse say, 
3our prayers prevele to pray, 

To hym that mai unbynd, 
In salvyng of jour synis seven, 
To Jhesu Godig soa in hevein. 

Gore fader that we aehul fynd. 

jourfaythful fadeT he aehal be fond, 
To evere mon that ia ebonde, 
In syn fore to s»ay. 



Be his soferens we may se, 
How be provjs the and me. 
And letya us wy\e he may. 




Fore he b batine our bale to bete, 
jef we wyl of our eyn lete, 

Into our deth day. 
And 31 f we wyl leve our synne. 
He wyl wyg us fore to wyne, 

To heveo the rede way. 

What inon long wold sofir to se. 
Fore hys syn himselfe to sle, 

3if he iTJ3"3t lif ajayne ; 
Fore jif he were fore traytre take, 
Then he roost amendis make, 

Or ellis to be slayne. 

Ry^ti scruB, soo moBt we 
In our hertla sore be, 

Fore our aynnya sake. 
And to the preat schryve the, 
And do thi penanfl devoutly, 

And this amendla make. 

Holeer tfayng may no moQ here, 

Ne lyjtyr thyng fore to lere, 

To lerne men of lore, 
To teche mon in what wyse, 
Hou thay schtt! say here servyse. 

In chorche whea thai be thore. 
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Arpti^T. 



T«tei«_jirifcM.y. 




A««Bd| 


fmjM^m^^ 


Tfcei 


«3rw«fWi«to^. 


SoiBt^ 


«i«tW.l.«..5t. 


TlMlkaa 


kiittfa»ailba5t. 


tM, 


i^yVB MVB tft pRf'^ 


Blf^lb 


t ^ Am a^^ Mjl be. 


TWaoa 


^jiflfcaa^fe. 


Sojie, » I Ike ttT. 



Ami sMhe gnre God fctf k ife ^eMw 
pf tfc« W dne of ^«e «knw, 

^ lk« <ky li^ ak» e^j. 

AslfaMkMMl 



TImw adak «j« «itk base svrake. 
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That he is ther God veraj% 
That schal 30U deme at Domyaday, 
At his jogeraeot. 

That Bofyrcl payne and paaaione 
Here, fore joar redempcioo, 

ApoQ the rod tre- 
And grawutia jou remission, 
3 if 5e hare centred on, 

When schrevyn that je be. 

When that thai knele to the sacreyiig 
Knelis a doune fore one thyng, 

And hold up 3our hond, 
And thonk that Lord of his gmce^ 
That al thyng land 5011 he has, 

Thro5 hisi ^vet sond. 
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Then glad mai 3^ be, 
jour Saveoar so to se, 

Tent and je wold take ; 
Fore hit b the same brede 
That he dalt or he was dede. 

Fore his disipilie sake ; 

And lafft hit with hem in memor€^ 
And to ale other pnatis truly, 

To have hit in myiad ; 
^every day of the jercj 
To ofur liit upon his autere. 

In salvacion of al monkyud. 
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And he that ressayus hit worthely, 
At tbat day wen he schal dye. 

Hit la hia salvacioD ; 
And be that is in dedl6 syD, 
Anon as hit enters him withyn, 

Hit IS his dampnacion. 

Take ensampil be Judas, 

At Cristis soper y wot he was. 

And ete of that blessid bred. 
But i'ore he was lodidl^ ayn^ 
The fynd entyrd anon him yn, 

Fore his Lord he had betrayd. 



Therfore loke thatje be 
In parfite love and chary t^t 

And out of dedl(6syn ; 
Loke what booe that je crave, 
Aske God and je may have, 

And heven biis to wyn. 

jowre pater oostere loke ^e con, 
And jour ave, evere moB, 

And specialy joiire crede, 
Ellis esavyd 56 may not be; 
Bot je con jour beleve truly, 

je stond in grete dred. 

For at that ever nedis to the, 
And to thi nyjtbore truly, 

in the pater noster hit is ; 
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Vij, peteciona tlier be in, 
That getb 5ou forejifnes of 5our ejn, 
And bryngis 30ur soule lo blia. 

V. worchipis tbou dost to out Lady ; 
When that thou sayst thyn ave, 

Bleagid mot heo be I 
Thug angel Gabreel he cod say, 
*' Hayle, ful of grace, thou awet raay I 

God he is with the I" 

Xij, arteklas of thi beleve. 
Thus clerkis thai don ham preve, 

That beth in this erede. 
That getyn the salvacioDt 
And of thi syns remission, 

Aod heven to thi mede. 



71 



jour X. camawndmeDtis je most con. 
And kepe hem wel evere mon^ 

ThuB Crist he bede. 
Thi gostle Fader gchal tec he thani the. 
Or tillis ful woful schal 56 be. 

Thai Btond iti gret dred. 

The vij. dedfe synns je most know, 
Wyche thai bene I wyl 30U schew, 

Kyjt here anou. 
Pride, covetysp, wratli, envy, 
Lechore, alouth, and glotone. 

Here thai bene echon. 
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jif any of theae that 3? in falle. 
Anon on Crist loke that je calle, 

With contricion. 
Anon schryve 50U of 30«r syu, 
Be freltc 51 T je fal theryn, 

And je schat have remission. 



Then in the cherche je knele adowne. 
With good hert and devoeion. 

Hold up 50ur hondts then ; 
Furst fore 30ur selfe je pchul pray, 
Sethen fore fader and nioder, as I the say. 

And then fore al tbi kyn. 

And fore thi frynd, and fore thi foo. 
And fore thi good dof^ree also, 

AW mone as thou mai myn ; 
And fore the pr*?at that syngU maBse, 
That God forjif him his trespasi&e, 

And al the cherche beth in. 

jif that the prest the masse doth syng, 
Be not at thi lykyng^ 

Thf^rfore let thou no^t. 
For the his masse es as good to here, 
As ane monkts ore ane frere. 

Have this in thi thc^t. 

Bot his prayers and his bone, 
Be not hard half so sone, 

As the mon that wele hath wrojt; 
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Y-do jou out of liijipuire, 
The sacrement no nion may mead ne pajrej 
Theron doctors han Bojt, 

Both saynt Barnard and saynt Bede, 
Sayae the masse b of so gret triede, 

That no moti mend Lit may, 
Weder that be were hold or ^oog, 
He iny3t tel with no tuDg, 

Tha3 he ray3t leve fore ay. 

Ne eTfyonere habit opust 
Half the media of the nmi^se. 

Into his last day. 
Were he never bo wysf of art, 
He Bchuld fayle the v. part 

Of the sotli to say. 

1 pray jou, serrys, more and laa^e, 
When 5e atond at 30ur masse. 

Sum good word 5c say. 
Fore as mone as 56 prayn fore, 
Securly fore raone a scores, 

At mas8<' myn je may. 

AH thyng tha^ je myn 003!, 
Hold ham stil in 5our thojt, 

Horn that je fore pray. 
I do 30U cJene out of dout, 
Ther i^ nou the raassp without, 

Bot he be in hel for ay. 
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Fore alge niOQe as je oiaj'' myn, 
When je beth the cherche widiyo, 

Ther is non a ma^e without 
Bot jif he be in dedle syn, 
And thjnke to contenu theryD^ 

Then he stondis en dowte. 

When that je bene in the kerke, 
Theoke theron and theoke not erke, 

Hent to the last endyng. 
Then have no dout of thi lioole, 
Thou hast a masse thiaelf al hole, 

Hit is S.0 hy a thyng. 

Sayot Austyn aaytb fore sou lis here, 
A thousand ftod thou woldist here, 

Do a majsee fore to ayng ; 
Hit ia pout her more ny lasae, 
Bot evere soule he bath a masae, 

Hit is to God is pleijyng, 

lu that houre thou herist thi masse, 
Soules hit doth gret solas, 

That byth in payna bid yog. 
Of that oure thai beth ful faytie, 
Fore hit delyvers hem of here payne, 

This is a gracious thyng. 



Fore Ma love that 50a dere bojt, 
Have mynd of this, fore5ete hit nojtt 
je not when je schul passe. 



5it' he wil be sekyr and sere 
Evere day xn the 3cre> 

Loke tbou here thi maatse. 




51 f thou may nut thi masse here* 
TheD this lesson y rede thou lercr 

Wbeo thai to masse do knyle. 
Fray God of his gret grace. 
To seed the part of that maas, 

jif hit be his wylle. 



I do the dene out of dout^ 
That art not that masse without, 

Seche grace is jif to ihe. 
Fore thi hert dissiryng. 
Thou hast part of beedis and masse syoyng, 

Where that ever thou be. 



Fore the prest that syngiit the masse, 
For al astatus more and lasse> 

That i» here levyng. 
He takis hem in his memore, 
And soulis that beth in purgatore, 

That God to blis hem briog. 

Here-fore, serySj more and Iflsae, 
Ever^ day here 5uur masse, 

On-morowe jif je may. 
And jif 36 mai not ou-morwej 
Loke 3« do be undonie. 

Or ellis be mydduy. 
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Sertenly without fayle, 

ThoQ schalt not of thi iravavle 

Leae a fote of tlii way, 
A\ dai thou schalt be the Ijghtur, 
And have grace to do the better, 

Foresoth as I the say. 

3et Saynt Austyo bede take tent, 
That he hold no parlenietit 

With no levyng mon. 
Fro tyme the cherche je ben within, 
And the prest he doth begyn 

His vestmeotus to take od. 

Fore wyckid gostb thai wyl hit wyt* 
And jour wordys thay wil ham wryte, 

In here bokis everechoD. 
That witnes wele St. Auslyne, 
That furst in Englond with his gjn, 

The treuth to preche began. 

To fore that Awetyn in Englond come, 
Wilh Saynt Gregore in gret Rome, 

Ful derele con he dwel, 
Hent on a day of gret dimes, 
Saynt Gregore wold syng his masse, 

So fay re as him befelle. 



To the Austyn he luad a syne, 
Fore to be his dekyn dene, 
To red his gospel. 
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And as he rod he sau stt 
Thre fyendys, as je may witj 
And talis con thai telle. 

What thai sayd be herd hit all e, 
Thro^ a wyndow of the walle. 

No fer fro his face. 
He se a. fynd sit within, 

With pea and enke and parchemen. 
As God jif him grace. 

Ke wrot so lung ther he did want, 
And his parchemeut wex scam. 

To speek thai had space. 
With his tethe he con hit tug. 
And alfe Rofyn be-gon to rug, 

His rolle bi^aD to rase. 

So hard Rofyn rogud bis roll, 
That he smot with his choule, 

Ajayns the raarUystone. 
Of that dynt thai had gret doute, 
A I that setyn ther aboute, 

Fore thai herd hit uchon. 
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When the fyud so hard drou, 
Saynt Auslyn atod and low, 

Saynt Gregore con grame. 
Never the lesa for grame be getj 
Sooe after roasae the Austyn he met, 

And mysdek mad hh moDe. 



F 
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He sajd to him with myld mode, 

" What ayiiH the, thou wytytles woode, 

To dai to do tliis dede ? 
Seche a dede waa nevfer done." 
Then he answerd him ful sone, 

Fore of him he Iiad gret dfede. 

" Sere, greve je nojt or je wyt, 
Fore jonder T se a Satanas sit, 

Htt semyd hitfi hed did btede. 
"What he wrot to fore he brayd, 
That iij. wyvjs seton and Bayde^ 

A* I 3tod to rede/' 

"I WBE adenyd of that dynt. 

Hit stonede me, and mad me stont 

Styt out of my si even ; 
I schal jou tel what I se, 
And word therof I wyJ nojt lye, 

Be Godig son in heveti I 

" Syr, 36 may wyl trow 
He lad hym to the wyndow. 

Cum nere, ayr, and sene." 
The eaynt Gregore was adred, 
Fore blak blood he ag e-9pred 

Apon the aschelere even. 

TheD this good mon grevyd him laase. 
And comawndit at evenmasae 
Of this mater to myn. 
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Kepe 50U out of Godis wreke, 
Fore ther is no word that je speke 
Bot je don ayn. 

Ther fore, serys, with good wy], 
Loke that je bold jou styl 

The cherche when je bene in ; 
A prest to stone in his maaae 
All alond may fare the worse 

Out of wo to wyn. 

The chorche is a house of prayprej 
Holdhile to Godis honoure, 

To worchip hyni therin ; 
What rijhtful bone that 36 crave, 
Aske God acd je schul have, 

And before jevyn of jour syn. 

Hit were hand to otire behove, 
Uehe pre fen de fore to prove 

or our awntros alle. 
Here shortlt* I wyl chew bit 
Lewd men for lo know hit, 

Crist on fore to calle. 
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In the cherche thou knele adown, 
With good hert and devocion 

Hold up thi hondis then ; 
Fore thi-Belf furst thou pray. 
Fore fader and moder as I the say. 

And sethyn fore all thi kyn; 
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Atid fore the wedcT atul fore the pes, 
AdJ fore men and women nio and bes, 

That CryMyudam ban taiie; 
In the name of the Trenete 
Then pater ooster say thou iij., 

Say fur^t iti Cristia name. 

Then v. pater ooster thou schatt say, 
To pray him that best may 

To gyf the wit and grace. 
The V, wyttis so to spende 
Thi synful soule here to amepd, 

To heven to folow the trasse. 

Methm unto the Hole Gost^ 
To kepe the out of werkjs wast, 

And out of dedle syn ; 
Ten pater noster say thou then, 
Fore brekyog of thi heatis ten, 

And thus thou schalt begyn. 

On the werkeday ^if that thou be 
About thi labor treuly^ 

In word as thuu mo^t nede. 
On the haleday ihou fulfyl, 
Rijht as I have sayd the tyll. 

And thou art out of drede. 



And oche eday thi matise thou here. 

And take hale bred and hale watere 

Out of the prestis bond ; 
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Soche grace God hath jif the, 
31 f that thou dey sodenly 

Fore thi housil hit schal the stond. 

Fore suche a power that blessyng hit has, 
That God blessud the bred in wildernes. 

And two fyschis also, 
And fedd therwith v. thosand men, 
xij. lepus of relef laft after then, 

Soche lordis ther be no moo. 

And also loke that ye be 
In perfyte love and charyte. 

And out of dedle syn ; 
What ryjtful bone that 36 crave, 
Aske God and 36 schul have, 

And heven blis to wyn. 

AUe that han herd this sermon 
A c. days of pardon, 

Saynt Gregor^ grauntis 30U this. 
Out of this word wen 30 sch[al] wynd, 
Jeshu save 30U from the fynd, 

And bring 3our soule to blis. 
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P. I, 1. 1.— Tie MS- conitiiences imperfectJy, andllicre is 
notbmg^ to show how much is lest ; but it must have been more 
than eleven learea. See p. 10. 

P. 3, 1. 1 . — Cai/nieJ] This is the usual early orthogmpliy of 
Cain's name. See Piers P]oughmn.n, ed. Wright, p. IG(5. 

P. 4, 1. l.^Nou jif a w&man.'] This, and the following 
stanza are repeated hj Audelaj at f. 30 of the same MS. 

P. 4, 1. &.• — Herein ulwffse,'] Read, here in aj wyee. 

P. 4, 1. 16.— i/onne.] i.e. own. 

P. 4, I. S-l.—jdyrw.] t^., heiia, A simiJar orthography 
occurs in other places. See p. 12. 

P. a, ]. ^.—Loteb^.'] i.e,, a prifate companion, abed-feUow. 
So in Piers Ploughman, p. 52, 

She Uesseth thm bissJiopei, 
The!gh thoi Iw lowed; 
Pj-Drendreth persoara, 
Afid preestes majnteiieih. 
To have lemmaxia and totehieM 
Alia bjjw Uf dnies, 
An^ liryBgieth forth bamei, 
A;fem forbode lawes. 

P. 6, 1. 22 — Ezekiel sxxiiL 11. 

P. 8, 1, 22,— FayeA, knpe^ und eAaryr^.]— Alluding to St. 
Paul's Epist. bo the Corinthians, siii, 13. 

P. 9, 1. 22.~Br.] Read, be. 

P. 10, 1. 14. — The dnif of rfonw,] These four verses were 
probably dictated by Au delay, and go far to prove that the 
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MS. was the first copy made. The leaf referred to is lost with 
the L-ommoticement. 
P. 11, L 6.— This is th« conclusion of the cteed of St. 

Atbanasius. 

P. ll^L 6, — Forsiiun.'] Read, fan Bston. 

P, 1 1, L 19. — Mandau «enjc J R<^ad, tnandata giu aerva. 
This is from Ecclei^astjes xil. 15, 

P. 13, 1, 7.-1 Coriuth. ul 19. 

P. 13, I. 21.— Johnxjv. 15. 

P- 13, 1. 2. — Sawt'tHtr,] Read, Sareour- 

P. 13,1, II,— MarcfiL] See another atlnsion to Marcolf at 
p. 50. Tlie dialogue between this personage and Solomon, 
was a favorite piece of the middle ages. The Mlowiug is 
gireii as a specimen. It seems tliat Solomon wa.s so enraged 
with him, that he positively commanded Marcolf never to let 
him see him again " hetwecn the eyes ;" and the histoid proceeds 
as follows :■ — 

*' Marcolphus vero moleete ferens injmiam sibi de rege fiwj- 
tam, et quod jtisserat ut eiun ampliiis in mediis oculis nan 
videret, cogitabat q^nid ageret. Deinde nocte insecuta nii 
tnulta, de ecelo cecidit. Tunc Marcolphus cepit cribrum ia 
maott una, et pedem uisi in maiiu altera^ et oalceamenta aim 
tmnf^veraa, et quasi bestia quatuoi pedibue per platcas uibis 
CKCpit ire. Cam autem venisset extra civitatem, invcnit fur- 
num imum, et intravit in euin. Nocte autem aheunte, dies 
venit, et farailiares regis surgentes, tiamitem Mareolphi inve- 
Qenmt, et sstimautes esse tramitem alieujus mirabilis be&tiai, 
regi nuneiavcruut Tunc rex cum copula cauuin, et cum 
Tenatorihus ctepit peiseiini vestigia Karcolphi. Cum autem 
venisset antefurnum, et vestigia defedssetiit, descend unt ad os 
fttmi inspicere. Maicolphus vero jacebat in facie sua curva- 
tus, et dcpostiit bracam suam, apparcbantque ei uarcs, cuius, 
purgulio, et testicuH. Quern videoB rex ait: Quis est hie 
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qui ibi jacet? Marcolpli, ego sum- Respondit Salomon: 
Qiioraodo, iin|uit, ita jaces? Marcol, Tu praec«pisti mibine 
amplius me videres in mediis oculis : si autem hod vis me 
Tidere in mediis oculis, Tideas me in medio euli. — {Ad Jln^ 
£pisL Obscurorum Virorumf l2mo. Franc. 1643, p. G03.) 

P. J3, ]. as.-Matthew vi. 21. 

P. 14, 1. 7.— Secatour.'] Le* an esecTitor. This class of 
persons fall under a severe satire in an old proverb printed in 
the RdiquvB Antique,— ^*^ Two aemturs and an oveiseejf make 
three thieves." 

P, 15, 1. 17. — Bay&rd^ Probably tlse terra for a bay liorse. 
The old proverb of Bayard the Blind is ihe reverse of " look 
before you leap " Audeky compares kimself to old blind 
Bayard. 

P. 15, 1. 26.— Matthew xjcv. 41. 

P, 16, 1, 12,— Ouff geniil fter Jime,'\ Audelay here describes 
one of his brother monks, and in lines of no contemptible 
merit The baselard, though often worn by priests, was for- 
bidden, and John Marks, in his poem on the duties of a pa- 
rish priest, inveighs strongly against its being -worn by persons 
in holy orders. Compare Piers Ploughman^ p, 302. 

iTIei^ed men: wute 
What this L«tyii mtinjeth. 
And who wM tafa auctotif , 
MacbiT wonder me tbiiiketh, 
But if many a preeat beere, 
Fnr hif baselahles and Mr brochei, 
A pciro of l>edi3s in hir band, 
And u lK»k midiir hir amne- 
Sire JoLan and aire Gc^rey 
H*tji a girdel of sdTer, 
A baieUrd or s baJlok.lrorf, 
With IxitonB over gilte. 

P, 16, 1. as. — Ecclesiastes i. 2, 
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P, 18, 1, lA.^Jpette et dhtincte,} Tte iiidistinct roaiwei 
in wliicb the reading or cbantiug was often perfonned, fur- 
nished subject for many complaints. See Wright's notes to 
Piers Ploughman, p. 647, The following verses are m MS. 
Lansd, 762 :— 

Hii Aiutt qui FaatiEioa corrumpiint Dtijuitiir altadQ : 
Jongler cniD javpfr, Jepsr, gnlpCT quoqits, dinggar. 
Hameloi, fm-skjpper, for-rejTiner. sic et over-leper, 
rjaginuia veirbonun TuUriHus cclligit linnun. 

P. 18, 1. 17.— JKi ptip^Q See Matthew xt. 8. 

P- 19, 1. 1. A Latin beading is here so nearly d^troyed by 
the binder, as to be uuititclligible. 

P. 23, L 1.— *4 chtr^ fayre,] Cherry fairs are still held in 
Worcestershire on Sunday eveninga, in the cherry orchards ; 
aad being often made the resort for lovers, and tie light and 
gay, may appropriately retain tlieir signiliL-aiit type of the 
uncertainty and vanity of the tilings of Uiis world. The 
simile is used by Gower, and other early writers. The cherry 
feason was a time of some consequenee in our Western eoun- 
ties, and, in some respects, is so still. See Piers Ploughman, 
p. 86. 

P. 22^1. 10,— Bottoms.'] Read, hodyius, 

R 23, 1. 10.— Lukexiv. 11. 

P. 23, 1. U.—Abatl'] Read, abate. 

P. 24, 1. 26.— Leviticus xxii. 31. 

P. 28,1. 12.— Matthew vii. 7. 

P.28,1. 26.— Lutexi. 9. 

P. 31, 1. 3,^Apeny.} Read, a peny. 

P, ai, 1. 10.— Lute vi. 36. 

P, 31,1. 24.— NW/ttm.] See 1 Peter iii. 9. We should 
here probably read non. 

P, 32, I. 26,— To Oxftml tn tcoU:] These curious lines 
have already been quoted by Mr. Jame« Hejwood in his edi- 
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tion of tbe Mertom College Statutes. la tbe se^Ktud Hue we 
should re«d kifndrytL 

P. 33. 1. 20.— ilW.] This form of the word maj be still 
heard in Shiop«,hire. 

P. 3B, I. H.—Joha X. 14. 

R 3tJ, 1. 26.— Matthew xvL 19. 

P- 37, 1. 15.— ii ldUr,\ The origin of the tenn lolUrd is 
doubtful ; but according to Mr. Wrigltt, it seeins to mean ge- 
ueraily people whu go about from place to place with a hypo- 
critical show of praying and devotion, nearlj corresponding 
to the modem appellation of meihadisU, Here it refers to 
the new sect which had sprung up with WicUiffe, but the lenn 
was certainly in use both in Germany and in England, long 
before the teformed religion was brtwchcd in this country by 
the reformer of Lutterworth. Johannes Hoceenaius, quoted 
by Ducange, says in his chronicle uf the year 1309, •* Eodem 
anno quldam hypocrita; gyroragi, qui Lotlanli iine Deum 
laudmties vocabautur, per Hanuouiam et Brabantiam quasdam 
uiulier^ nobiles deccpemnL" The tennj used In the latter part 
of the fourteenth ccnluiy as one of reproach, was afterwards 
conteoiptuously given, to the Church refoTiner&. 

P. 40, 1. 7.— Matthew vi. 24. 

P. 44, 1. 11.— JlesM^fltf .] Read, ressayus. 

P, 44, 1. 22— Luke, i. 37, 

P. 48, 1. 22. — PraeiianturJ] Read, prmnunitur, 

P, 49, 1. 26,— X-awrfay.] So ill the House of Famet ii. 187r- 

Mo itfvc-daf/it, Qud mo ncconloft, 
Than on tnatruiuBDtia ben cordea, 
A lid eke of lovo mo exehaiingis 
Than ever corne wore in graaiigiBi. 

P. 40, 1. 27.— Psalm Ixxxv. 10. 

P. 49, 1 -29—Anfc.] Read, asise. 

P. 51,1 a.—i-'apf/.] Flattery. So in Piers. Ploughman, 
.281- 
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Loke up on thi left half, 
And lo where he stondeth ! 
Both Fals and Favel, 
And hire feeies manye. 

P. 53, 1. \\.—Make amendys.} The following extract from 
a carious MS. of the fifteenth century, in the Public Library 
at Cambridge, Ff. ii. 38, will illustrate this passage:— 

Man, yf thou wilt of batayls blynne, 

And cbsrjH kepe in eche chaonce, 
My mercy aoone Bcbalt thou wynne, 

So thou do frnytys of penannce. 
Loke thyn herte be contryte wythynne. 

And sory for thy myigoTemaunce ; 
What profytyth the to shryve thy synne, 

Bat thou in herte hare repentaunce ? 
Thou scomeat, and penance doyst thou noone, 

For thy synne bat thyn herte be sore ; 
For worldely loaae thoa makest moone, 

Thou aynneat and aorowest noght therfoie. 
And yf thy body were woo begone. 

What byttur medycyne the Jeven were. 
Joying thoa woldest hyt take anoone, 

To boodely hele the to restore. 
Thy sowle with synne ys goosUy slayne. 

And thoa with-owt sorow thy synne telles ; 
To do soche penaance thoa art not fayne. 

As thy schryfte, Fadar, the coansayles. 
Thou wylt never restore a3ayne 

False goten good that thou wyth meDes. 
Man thou muste algates sufire payne 

For thy synne here, or somewhere elles . 
Hyt ys impos^ble atad may not be, 

To passe fro yoye to yoye worthy : 
Take the cross to the and folow me, 

If thou wylt to my blys up stye, 
Sekenes and all adversyt^. 

Whatsoever cometh soffire pacyently. 
Hate alwey synne and fro hyt flee, 

And make amendys, man, or thou dye ! 
Lord, yf me grace amendys to make. 

For of my selfe me faylyth powere, 
Synne that ys deedly to forsake, 

And to do dedys that worthy meryte were. 
In this worlde send me woo and wrake, 

For synnes that y have doon seere; 
Who hath no dysese here he may qwoke. 

Them that thou lovest thou chastysest here ! 
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NOTES. 



For my sidce xxx^' ^e^ns and nioo, 

Gftite u^vajle in ertbu for me tliou hiidd ; 
Tby jflfidttr mid thy poatelys also, 

In gnete djusese ther lyfi^a they Indda. 
In advertyte and luocle woo, 

Mnrtiirs and caufes&oiira weren cladd ; 
Id Boche a company to go. 

In thy lyven^ y whule be gluddL 
Sytheu Lhe derlyng that with the ^doythe dweU«, 

Had sache &ii adversyte in thys lyfe ; 
What hert may tbeok or tuDge telle. 

The peyuPj the aogwysch, and tho stryfe 
That dan:ipDed meu ftchuUe huve in helle^, 

There eudelea nooea and aorowea hen ryfe? 
I wole ror-a-aJw my syiin^ fe1]e. 

And to a dysureet piest y wolfl me schryfe ; 
In tiewe peonunce ys myn entente, 

From lienii forward my tyme to spondf!, 
And liepe y wole thv cammaundement, 

£llja ill hflUe fyet y schalle he braadfl ! 
RyaDa rapeyre, ryuhe rubeH, and rente, 

Whai may they helpe me at myn ende ? 
But y the serve y svhalle be »chente, 

Mercy, Jesue, y wule amande ! 

P, 5B, I. 8. — AyaelJ} i.e. Finegar. 
P. 59, 1. IS.—E'uere.'] Read, evere. 
P. 60, 1. 13.— CojO '-e- a kijss. 
P. 63, 1. 2.— Luie xxiiL 42. 
P. 63, 1. 4.— Lule Kxlii, 43. 
P. 63, 1, 26 .— MatLUew xxvii. 46. 
P. 64,1. 1 —Mailtxvi. 34. 
P. 64,1. H>.-JoliD XX. 28. 
R 64, 1. 23.— Lule xxiii. 4fi. 
P. 65, !. 7.-Jolin %x. 30. 
P. 71, 1. S — Luke i. 28, 
P. 76, 1. 7.— Thig legend does not seem W be in ike Acta 
Sanctorom, but see ii. 153. 

FINIS. 
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PREFACE. 



O^E of the most reniarkable and widely spread 
legends of the Middle Ages, was that of Si 
Brandan. Almost all nations wluch lived near 
the sea have had their legendary navigatora St* 
Brandan was a Christian Ulysses, and his story had 
muob the same influence on tho woetern Catholics, 
aa the Odyssey upon the Greeks. There are eevo- 
ral reniarkahle points of similarity between St. 
Brandan and the Sinbad of the Arabian Nightjij 
and at least one incident in the two narratives is 
identical,— that of the disaster on the back of the 
great fish. How far the Christians of the West 
were ac(|uainted with the story of Sinbad it is 
difficult to say, but we have nearly conclusive 
reasons for believing that the legend of St. Bran- 
ilan was known at an early period to the Arabs. 
Some of the Arabian geographers describe the 
"Island of Sheep/' and the " Island of Birds," in 
the Western Ocean, in words which must have 
been taken from our Christian legend. 

The legend of St. Brandan exorcised an influ- 
enc© on geographical science down to a late 
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period f and it entertid as an important element 
in the feelings of the Spanish sailors when 
they went to the discovery of America. There 
are, indeed, some incidents in the legend which 
might be supposed to have arisen from the tradi- 
tional fltories of early adventurers, (for such there 
were without doubt), who had been accidentally 
or designedly carried far out in the extreme west. 
So late as the end of the sixteenth century, the 
Spaniards and Portuguese believed in the existence 
of the lele of St, Brandan, situated in the direc- 
tion of the Canaries, which was seen sometimes 
by accident^ but which could never be found when 
sought for (quando se busea no se fmlla.) This 
notion existed still later in Ireland. Several ex- 
peditions were fitted out by the Spaniards in seareh 
of this island ; a king of Portugal is said to have 
made a conditional cession of it to another person, 
" when it should be found" ; and when the crown 
of Portugal ceded its right over the Canaries to ■ 
the Castiliana, the treaty included the Island of 
St. Brandan, as the island which had not pet hem, 
found. There were many who believed that this 
isle of St. Brandan had served as the retreat of 
Don Eodrigo, when Spain waa invaded by the 
Arabs, and at a later period of king Sebastian^ 
after the fatal battle of Alcazar. 

As far as I have been able to trace the history 
of the Legend of St. Brandan, I am inclined to 
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think that it first took the definite form in which 
it afterwards appeared. In the latter part of the 
eleventh century, at which time, probably » the 
Latin prose narrative was written; although I 
think M. Jubiiial has eemewhat over-rated the 
aatiqnity of the manuscripts used for hia edition. 
Metrical versions of the legend, in Latin and 
Anglo-Norman, appeared in England as early as 
the reign of Henrj'^ I, and are preserved in manu- 
Bcripts in the British Museum , the Latin one 
in MS. Cotton. Veapas D. XL, and the Anglo- 
Norman version, dedicated to Henry's queen j 
Aaliz, in MS. Cotton. Vespae. B.X. The MSS. 
of the prose Latin text are very numerous; it 
has been edited, with early French versions in 
proso and verse, by M. Achille Jubinal, in an 
interesting volume entitled La Legende Latine 
de S, BrandaimSy avec une traduction inedite en 
prose €t en po^me Romanes f 8vo.» Paris, 1836, to 
which 1 refer for further information on the sub- 
ject, and for an aoooumt of the numerous other 
versions in almost every language of the West, 
several of which were printed in the earlier ages 
of typography. 

The English metrical version of this legend, now 
printed for the first time, is extracted from the 
early metrical series of Saints' Lives, which is so 
frequently met with among English manuscripts, 
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and which appears to have been composed to- 
wardB the end of the thirteenth, or beginning 
of the fourteenth century. The copy from which 
it is here printed, (MS. Harl No. 2277, fol. 41, 
v**.) is of the earlier part of the fourteonth cen- 
tury. This version is somewhat abridged from the 
Latin toxtj and difibra so mucli from it in one or 
two circura stance B, that it would appear to have 
been taken immediately from some other souroe. 
The English prose version is t^ken from Wynkyn 
do Worde's edition of the Golden Legend (Lond. 
1627), and may assist such of our readers aa are less 
intimately acquainted ^ith tlie language of the 
fourteenth century, in understanding the metrical 
legend. I have never examined into the question 
of the immediate source of the Lives in the English 
Golden Legend, but there is such a close resem- 
blance between the two versions here printed, not 
nnfrequently approaching to an identity of words, 
that there can be little doubt of the one having been 
taken from the other. In tho few hasty notes 
thrown together at the end, I have selected two or 
three various readings from a collation (made se- 
veral years ago) of the text of the Harleian manu- 
Bcripts, with a good copy of the metrical Saints' 
Lives, in the Library of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, E. 3, 25. 



THE METRICAL LIFE OF 
ST. BRANDAN. 



JgEINT Breriflan the^op maiywas 3und 6f Iiflandej 

Monek he was of hard lyf, as ich understonde, 
Of fasting, of penance y-nouj ; abbod he was there 
Of a thousend monekes that alle an under him were. 
^ that hit ful an a dai, as oure Loverdes wille was. 
That Barint, another abbot, to him com bi cas*; 
Seint Brendan him biso3te anon that he scholde under- 

stonde, 
And telle that he i-se3 aboute in other londe. 
This gode man, tho he hurde this, sikinges he makede 

y-nowe, 
And bigan to wepe in gret thojt, and ful adoun i-suoje. 
Bituene his armes seint Brendan this holi man up nom. 
And custe and cride on him forte that his wit aje com: 
"Fader," he seide, " par charite, other red thu most 

take; 
Hider thu com for oure solaz, and for such deol to make, 
Tel ous what thu hast i-se3e, as thu hast aboute i-wend 
In the mochele see of occian, as oure Loverd the hath 
i-send." 
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Nou 18 the see of occian grettest and meat alsoj 

For he goth the wordle aboute and alle others goth 

therto. 
So that Bariot the olde matirijt at hia hurte grounde, 
Wei wepinge bigan to telle what he cr fonnde j 
He seide» " Ich badde a godsone, Mernoc was his name, 
Monek he was as we beoth, and man of gret« fame, 
So that his hurte gan wende to a privei stede and stille, 
Ther he mijte alone beo to servi God at wille j 
So that hi mi leve he wende and alone djoii3 
To an ylle that is in the see that is deli table y-nou^, 
Biside the Montayne of Stones that couth is wcl wide. 
So longe that this gode monek in this ylle gan abide, 
That he hadde under hira raonekes raeni on. 
Anon tho ich i-h«rde this, thider-ward ieli gan gon. 
So that in avisioun oure suete Loverd bira kende, 
Thata^e me,ericb come ther, threojournejes he wende, 
So that we dude ous in a schip, and ever e est- ward we 

(Irowe 
In the see of occian with tnrmentz y-nowa 
Toward than eat so fur we wende, that we come atte laate 
In a stude suythe dure and clou den overcaste ; 
A\ o tide of the dai we were in durchede. 
Atte laste oure auete Loverd forthere oua gan lede, 
So that we seje ane lond, thiderward oure schip drouj, 
Brijtterehit thojte than the aonnejoye thet-wasy-nouj. 
Of treon, of erbes, thikke hit stod biset in eche side ; 
Of preeiose etones ek that hrijte aehyneth wide ; 
Eche erhe was ful of tioures, eche treo ful of fi-utj 
Bote hit were in hevene nas nevere more dedut. 
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Therinne with joye 7-nou5 longe we gonne wende ; 
The3 ^* ^^^ ^"*® while tho3te, we ne mijte fjnde non 

ende, 
So that we come to a water cler and bri3t j-nouj, 
That evene fram-ward than est to-ward thane west 

drouj. 
We stode and bihulde aboute, for we ne mi5te over 

wende ; 
Ther com to ous a jung man suythe fair and hende, 
•He welcomede ous everechon miltheliche and suete, 
And nemnede evereches owe name, and wel myldeliche. 

ous gan grete, 
And seide, " ^e mi3te wel Jhesu Crist wel faire thonki 

mid ri3te, 
lliat schoweth 30U his priveite and so moche of his 

mi5te. 
"Xhis the lond that he wole 3ut er the wordles ende 
^is durlings an urthe 3eve, and hider hi schulle wende; 
This lond is half in this side, as 36 seoth wel wide, 
And bi3unde the water halfen-del al bi thother side. 
That water ne mowe 30 passi no3t, that other del to 

i-seo, 
Her 3e. habbeth al a 3er meteles i-beo, 
That 30 ne ete ne drinke no3t, ne slepe mid 30ure e3e; 
Ne chile ne hete ne fonde 3e no3t, ne no ny3t i-se3e j 
For this is Godes priv6 stede, thurf him is al this li3t, 
Therfore hit worth her evre dai, and nevre more ni3t. 
If man nadde a3e Godes heste nothing mis-do, 
Herinne hi hadde 3ut i-lyved and here ofspring also. 
3e ne mote bileve her no leng, agen 36 mote fare, 

b2 
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Tlie5 tit ne tlienclie jou bote a wliile, 56 habbeth i-beo 

her 3are," 
That BO he broujte oua in our achip, and faire biis leve 

nom : 
And tlio we were ham-ward in the see, we nuste whar 

he hiconi. 
Aje-ward we wende ajen oure wiU^ that of-thojte ous 

sore y-noti3, 
Ajen to this other monekes this eehip wel evene dronj; 
This monekea uroe ajen ous, tho lii ous mijte i-seo, 
And Bori were and wrothe y^-nou} that we hadde bo long 

i-beo. 
We eeide hem that we hadde i-beo in aDe joye and feste, 
Bifore the 3ates of Paradys> in the lond of biheate, 
That oure suete Loverd hath bihote hem that he loveth 

her, 
Ther is evere dai, and nevere nijt, and evere lijt euythe 

cler. 
" Certes," quath this raonekes, " this We mowe i-seo 
Bi the suete smyl of jou, that je habbeth ther i-beo," 
THO seint Brendan i-hurde thisj he thojte and stod 

stille ; 
He wende about his monekes, and tnelve out he nom. 
That he triste to meat of alle whan eni neode him com; 
Thuse he nom in con sail, and in privetl sede, 
" Siggeth what joure congail is to do such a dede." 
"LfBove fader," quath this othere, " oure wiile we hab- 
beth forsake, 
Oure freond and al oure other god, and claniiche to 

the i-take ; 
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And whan al oure dede is on the, and thu wost that 

hit beo, 
We schnlle blitheUche with the wende Godes grace to 

seo." 
So that hi faste fourti dawes, andgret penance dude also, 
And bede 3urne oure Loverdes grace thulke veyage 

to do. 
!Hi leten hem dijte a gret schip, and above hit al bi-caste 
"With bole huden stronge y-nou y-uailed therto faste, 
.And siththe i-piched al above, that the water ne come. 
Ki wende to here bretheren, and wel faire here leve 

nome, 
And siththe in oure Loverdes name to schipe wende 

anon; 
Here bretheren that bihynde were sori were echon. 
And tho hi were in the schip, after ther come go tuo. 
And bede faste that hi moste thane wei mid hem go. 
"50 mowe wel," quath sdnt Brendan, "ac 30ure on 

schal atta ende 
Bepenti er he com 336, and al quic to helle wende." 
Thider wende this holi man whoder oure Loverd hem 

sende, 
And this tuei monekes that come last also with hem 

wende. 
JN the grete see of occian forth hi rewe faste. 

And triste al to oure Loverdes grace, and nothing 
nere agaste. 
The see drof here schip after wil, the wynd was gret 

y-nou3 : 
As the wynd hem drof est forth, wel evene the schip 
him drou3 
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Tho hi come on this faire lond, and bihuldeaboute wide, 
The faireste scheep that mi5te beo hi seje in eche side ; 
A scheep was grettere than an oxe, whittere ne mi3te 

non beo. 
Gret jojehi hadde in here hurte, that hi mijtethisi-seo. 
Ther com go a wel fair man, and grette hem with faire 

chere, 
.And seide, " je beoth hider i-come ther je nevere nere : 
This is i-cliped the Lond of Scheep, for scheep wel 

faire her beoth, 
3tf ochele and white and grete y-nou3, as 30 al dai i-seoth ; 
Pairere hi beoth than 30ure scheep, grettere unyliche, 
For murie weder is her y-nou3, and lese suythe riche. 
Her nis nevere wynter non, for her nis non i-founde, 
Ac hi eteth therbes nue as hi springeth of theg[ro]unde; 
Ne me ne gadereth no3t of here mule, that hi schold 

the worse beo. 
For this thing and meni other the bet hi mowe i-theo. 
To a stede 3e schulle hunne wende, thurf cure Loverdes 

grace, 
That is Foweles Parays, a wel joyful place ; 
Ther 3e shulle this Ester beo, and this Witsonedai also. 
Wendeth forth aGrodes name,thatthis veyage were i-do T 
gEINT Brendan and his bretheren to schipe wende 

anon, 
And rue forthe faste in the see, with tempest meni on. 
So that hi 8e3e in another side an ylle gret y-nou3 ; 
Here schip thurf Godes grace thider-wardes drou3. 
Tho hit cam almest ther-to, upe the roche hit gan ride, 
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That bit ne mijte nojt to tlie ylle come, ac bilevede 

biside. 
This monekes wende up to this yllej ac seint Brendan 

nojt; 
Thia monekes gonne make here mete of that hi hadde 

i-brojt. 
Hi makede fur, and soden hem fisch in a caudroun faste i 
Er tliia iiah were i-sode, somdel hi were agaste. 
For tho this fur was thurf hot, the yle quakede anon, 
And with gret eir hupte al up j this monekes dradde 

Gchon^ 
Hi bihulde hou the jle in the see wende faste, 
And aa a qviic thing hupte up and doun, and that ftir 

fram him caste. 
He suam more than tnei myle while this fur i-laste. 
The monekes i-seje the fur wel longe, and were eore 

agaste ; 
Hi cride jurne on seint Brendan, what the wonder were. 
" Beoth stille," quath this gode man, "for no3t 36 nabbe 

fere! 
je weneth that hit beo an yle, ac je thencheth amis, 
Hit is a fisch of this grete see, the gretteste that ther is, 
Jascom be is i-eleped, and fondeth nijt and dai 
To putte his tail in his mouth, ac for gretnisse he ne 

mai." 
Forth hi rue in the see evene west wel faste 
Threo dayes er Li seje load, hi were somdel ogaste j 
Tho sejen hi a wel fair lond, of flourea thikke y-nouj. 
Wel glade hi were tho hi seje that here sehip ttiider 

drouj. 
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In this faire lond M wende lengere than ich telle^ 
So that lii fonde in a place & any the noble welle j 
Bi the welle stode & treo, brod and round y-nouj, 
Foweleg white and faire y-nouj were in everech bou5, 
!Chat nnethe eni leef hi niJ5te theron i-seo, 
Ther was joye and blisse y-nou5 to lokie on suche o 
treo. 

GEIKT Brendan for joje wep, and sat a-doun a-kneo, 
And bad oure Loverd schowi him what such a cas 
mijte l>eo. 

"Xho flej ther up a lute fowel, tho he gan to fleo, 

^s afithele his wyngeefurde tho he to him- ward gan teo; 

l&fuTie instrument nevere nas that his wyngen were. 

He bihuld seint Brendan with wel faire chere. 

** Ich bote," seide seiot Brendan, "if thu crt messager, 

trhat thu sigge me what ert, and what $e doth her.'* 
Thej hit thojte aje cunde, this fowel ansuerede anon, 
<( ^0 were," he seide, " sum tyme was, angles in hevene 

echon ; 
As sone as we were y-maked, oure maister was to protitj 
Lucefer, for his lairhede, that he ful eone out. 
And mid him alao meni on, as here dede was, 
Aud we falle also a-doun, ae for no synne hit uaa, 
Ac for nothing that we assetitede to hia foule unrljt, 
Bote soulement for to schewe oure Loverdes auete mijt ; 
Nq we ne beoth her in j)yne non, ac in joye y-nou5 

we beoth, 
And BOmdel oure suete Loverdes mijte wc seoth, 
And hi the urthe we fleoth, and bi the lifte also, 
As gode angles and tithere ek rijt is for to do, 
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The gode to do men god, the lithere lithere makieth ; 
And Sonedai, that is dai of rest, such forme we maketh, 
The forme of suehe white foweles as thii nii5t i-seo, 
Honureth God that oub makede her on this brode treoL 
Tuelf month hit i-passed non, that 3,6 gunne out wende, 
And alle this six jer e schuUe fare, er je schuUe bringe 

5011 re wille to ende i 
Forwhan3e habbeth i-wend sove3er, oure Lover d wole 

30U sende 
A eijt that je habbeth longe i-gojt, aaon after the sove 

jeres ende i 
Eche 3er je schuUe her mid oua holde Ester feste, 
Ab je nou doth, forte je come to the lond of biheste." 
Nou was hit an Eaterdai that al this was i-do : 
The fowel nom his leve of hem, and to his felawes 

wende tho. 
The foweles tho hit eve was, bigonne here eveaong ; 
Muriere song ne mijte i-beo, thej God silf were among. 
The monekcs wendc to bedde and slepe, tho soper was i -do, 
And tho hit was tjme of matyns hi arise ther-to. 
The foweles sunge ek here matyns wel ri5t tho hit was 

tjmo, 
Andof the Sauter seidetheverSj andsiththe al to prime, 
And iinderne siththe and mid dai, and after wardea oon. 
And eche tyde songen of the dai as cristene men scliolde 

don. 
This raonekes were in the lond eijte wyke also. 
For to al the feste of Ester and of Witsonedai were i-do ; 
Tho com atte Trinite this gode man to hem ther, 
That spac with hem in the Lond of Scheop, and ladde 

about er, 
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He chargede here sulilp suytlie wel mid mete and drinke 

j-nouj, 
Aiid uotn his leve wel liendeliche, and aje-word drtiuj. 
TJio seiut Breadaii was in his echip aud his hretheren 

also, 
This fowel that epac with hem er, wel sone com hem to. 
He seide, " 56 Labbeth her withoua thishejefeste i-beo, 
Gret travayl 3011 is to come er je eftaone loud i-aeo ; 
je schuHeth after sove monthea i-seo a wel fair yle, 
That Abbey is i-cliped, that is hunne meni a rayle. 
jeechulleth beo mid holiemen this mydewjnter there, 
jDure Ester ^e schuUe holde ther as 36 dude to jere, 
Upe the grete flschee rugge, ther thi monekes were in 

fere, 
And joure Ester mid ous ri5t as fe nou were." 
Seint Brendan a Godes name, and his bretheren echon, 
In the grete ace of occian forth wende anon j 
The wjnde hem harledc up and doun in perjla meni oil, 
So weri hi were of here Ijve, that lii nuate whoder gon. 
Pour raonthes hi were in the see, in this grete turmerrt, 
That lii ne 3036 nothing bote the see and the firmament ; 
Tho sejen hi fur fram hem an ylle as hit were, 
Hi eride juine on Jhesu Crist that hi muste aryre there, 
3Ut after than that seint Brendan fuist this yle i-sej, 
In theseehi wendefourti dayes erhimijte come thernej j 
That hem tho^te here lyf hem was loth, this monekes 

were agaste, 
Hi cride jurne on Jheau Crist, and hia help bede faste. 
A lute havene suythe streit hi fonde atte laste, 
Unethe here achip com ther ne^, hereaokre ther hi casl. 
Thismonckcs wcnde thera-lond, welloDge hemthoiteer, 
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Hi wende and biliulde aboute, wel muiie hem tho^te 

ther, 
So that hi eeje tuei faire wcllen, that on was suythe cler, 
And thother wori and tliiLke y-nou ; the monekes jeode 

nor 
To drinke of this faire wU ; aeint Brende seide the he 

hit i-aej, 
" Withoute leve of other men ne come nojt ther nej, 
Of olde men that therinne beath, for mid gode wille 
Hi wolleth parti therof with 5011, therfore heoth jut 

stiUe." 
A fair old man and suythe hor a3en hem com gon, 
He wolcoraede hem faire y-nouj, and seint Brendan 

cuBte anon. 
He nom and ladde him bi the hond bi a fair wei, 
Ahoute into meni o stede, and aiththe into an abbei. 
Seint Brendan bihuld aboute, and eachtewhat hit were, 
And what maner men were therinne, and ho wonede 

there : 
StiUo him was that olde man^ and ne jaf him non 

anauere, 
Tho seje hi come a fair covent, and a croice to- fore hem 

bere, 
With taperes in eche side, monekes bit were eehon, 
Revested in faire copes a3en hem hi come anon, 
With processioun fair y-non ; the abbot bihynde com, 
And faire custe eetut Brendan andbi the hond him nom, 
^nd ladde Mm and his monekes into a wel fair haUe, 
La-doun a-renk, and wosche here fet alle. 
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Into the freitour hi ladde hem siththe and sette hem 

ther wel heje 
I-meHed with his owe covent; tho hi were alle i-sete, 
Ther com on and served© hem, and broujte hem iEe 

mete; 
A fair wbit lof he sette, bituene tuo and tuo, 
WTiite mores as hit were of erbes bifore hem sette also, 
Suettere thing ne mijte heo, hi ne knewe hit nojt on, 
Of tho clere wel that hi aeje er the monekes dronfce 

echon. 
*' Beoth nou glade," the abbot seide, " and drink eth 

nou j-nouj, 
In charite, of thulke water that je wolde er with wou^ ; 
Hit is betere dronke in charit«, whan hit is 3011 i-broujt, 
Than je hit theoiiiche nome, as je hadde er i*tho3t. 
This bred that we eteth nou, we nutethwhanne hitig» 
Ac a strong man hit bringeth ech dai to oure celor i-wis; 
We nuteth nojt bote thurf God whonnea hit is i-bi[-ou3t, 
For ho 80 douteth Jhesu Crist, him ne faiUeth nojt. 
Four and tuenti frerea we beoth her, and whan we 

beoth i-seto, 
Tuelf suche loves eche dai me bringeth ous to mete ; 
And feste and everech hoH day, and whan hit Sone- 

dai 1% 
Me bringith one four and tnenti loves, and ech monek 

haveth his, 
That ech frere of that he leveth wit© to his aoper ; 
For 30U hit is to-dai i-dubled, as ^e seoth nou her. 
For oure covent nia no5t her, for moche del is un-y-ete, 
So that ottre Loverd thurf his grace ech dai aendeth 

oure raete, 
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Siththe seint Patrikes dai, and seint Alvej also. 

We habbetli i-beo ber fourgcore 3er that noman ne com 

ous to ; 
Evereft oiwe Loverd thurf his grace i-fed ous hatli 

eclion. 
Tills weder is murie evere ek, aod siknisse nis thernon. 
And Tvhan we seliule do oure aerriae, cure Loverd tent 

oure lijt, 
And OTire taperes oe beoth aotbe lasse, thej hi beroe 

day and nyjt," 
Hi arise up and to churche wende, the bi hadde alle 

7-ete, 
Tuelf other freres of the queor hi mette to-ward the 

mete. 
" Hon is this ?" quath seint Brendan, '*nere thuse no3t 

with Otis ?" 
** Leove fader," the abbot seide, "hit mot nedebeo thus: 
Ther nuUeth bote four and tuenti monekes in oure 

celle beo i-do, 
And whan je were ther with oua hi ne nji3tenojt also; 
The while we eiggeth eve -song hi woUeth sitte and ete, 
HereeTe-songhiwoUeth sigge whau wehabbeth y-ete." 
QEINT Brendan hihnld here falre weved, him thojte 

hit was al, 
Weveth and calLz and cruetzj pur cler crestal ; 
Sove tapres in the queor ther were, and nomo, 
And four and tuenti slgen ek, to whan hi scholde go; 
For ther were four and tuenti moaekea, and everech 

hadde his^ 
And the abbotes sige was amidde the queor i-wig. 
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Seint Brendan eschte the abbot, "Sei me, leove brother, 
Hon holde je so wel silence, that non ne speketh mid 

other ?" 
" Oure Loverd hit wot," the abbot seide, " we habbeth 

her i-beo 
Fourscore 3er in suche lyve as thu mi3t i-seo, 
■And ther nas nevere among ous alle i-speke in non wise 
Er this tyme non other word bote oure Loverdes 

servise, 
iNe wenere never-eft in feblesce, ne in siknesse no5t on." 
Tho seint Brendan i-hurde this he wep for joye anon: 
** Leove fader," he seide, " for Godes love, mote we 

bileve here ?" 
** Thu west wel, sir," quath this other, " je ne mowe 

in none manere. 
Nath oure Loverd the schowed wel what thu schalt do? 
And come jut to L:land aje, and thi tuelf bretheren 

also, 
And the thretteoth fram the to the ylle of ankres schal 

wende, 
And the fourteothe to helle al quic, and beo ther with- 

outen ende ?" 
Tho ther com in a furi arewe at a fenestre anon, 
As he fram hevene come, and the tapres tende echon ; 
Aje-ward as he com at a fenestre there. 
This tapres brende longe y-nouj, ac hi no the lasse 

nere. 
" Loverd Crist," quath seint Brendan, " ich wondri on 

mi thojt, 
Hou this tapres bemeth thus, an ne wanyeth nojt." 
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"Naatou ti05t," qimth this abbot, "in the olde h 

i-founde 
Hott Mojses i-8e5 & thom berne fram toppe to tti-^ 

grounde ? 
The soythero that this thorn brende the grennere th^^ 

levea were : 
Ne wenstou that oure Loverd beo her as mijti as he? 

was there ?" 
Thii TOonekeg were togadere thus forte midewynter 

was i-do ; 
Hit was twelfths dai er M departede a-tuo. 
^NON to seint HUlaries dai seint Brendan forth 

wende 
In the see with his monekes, thur the grace that God 

hem sende^ 
Time up and doun in sorwe y-nouj, the see hem 

caste heje. 
Fram thulfee tyme ftjr la Leynte ne lond hi ne aeje, 
So that aboute Paln]sonede[i] hi bihulde about faate, 
Hi thojte that hi seje fur fram hem as a cloude atte 

laste. 
This monekeB wondrede moche whar this cloude were: 
" Beoth stille," qi^ath seint BrendaUj " er thia je hab- 

beth i-beo there ; 
Ther is oure gode procuratour, that moehe god ous 

haveth i-do, 
In the Fowelen Paraya and in the Lond of Schep also. 
So that the echip attc laste to-ward this yle di-ouj, 
A Scher-thuradai thider hi come, with travayl and 

sorwe y-nouj. 
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This procuratour com ajen hem glad, and woieonie 

hem anon, 
And custe seint Brendanes fet, and the monekes echon, 
And sitte hemsiththe atte soper, for the dai hit wolde so, 
And siththe wosch here aire fet, here mand6 to do. 
Al here mand6 hi hulde ther, and therhi gonne bileve 
A Grode-Fridai aldai forto Ester eve ; 
An Ester eve here procuratour bad hem here schip take. 
And the holi resureccioun upe the fisches rug make, 
And after the resureccioun he het hem evene teo 
To the Fowelen Parays, ther hi hadde er i-beo. 
^BnS holi men wende forth, and Godes grace nome. 
So that to the grete fisch wel sone siththe hi come ; 
As a lond that hovede, here caudron hi fonde there. 
As hi levede upon his rug in tha* other 3ere. 
Loverd Crist ! that such a best scholde beo so stille. 
And suffri men ther-uppe go, and do al here wille. 
THE monekes upe the fisches rug bilevede alle longe 

ny3t, 
And songe matyns and eve-song, and siththe, tho hit 

was li3t, 
Anone-ward the fisches rug hi songen here massen 

echon. 
And evere was this mochele best stille so eni ston. 
AS this resurexioun with gret honur was i-do. 

And this monekes hadde i-songe here massen also, 
Ahoute undeme of the dai here wei to schipe hi nome, 
And to the Fowelen Parays thulke dai hi come. 
ANON so hi se3e the monekes come, hi gonne to 
singe jrmone 
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*•!'' *:"^J©»liem with gret melodie, as bdt were for tlian one ; 
And thulke that spac with hem er sone toward hem 

di-ouj. 
The soun of him muTic was, he wolcomede hem faire 

y-nou3 ; 
**3e aujte," he seide, "cure Loverd Criat onury witE 

the heste. 
He purveide you this four stedes to habben in jotire 

reste, 
With joiire gode procuratonr, 30ure ma«de to do, 
And siththejoureresurexioun upe this iisches rug also, 
And with ous her this eijte wyke forto Witsonedai, 
And fram Midewynter to Candelmasse in thille of 

Ahhai ; 
And in the grete see of occian with gret travayl je 

Bchulle wende, 
And in pyne al thother tyme, forte sove ^erea ende j 
And the Lond of Biheste God wole that je aeo, 
And ther-inne in joye y-nouj fourti dayes beo; 
And to the contrai that je beoth of siththe je sehulle 

wende, 
Al eseliche withoute anuy, and ther joure lyf ende." 
THIS holi men bilevede ther forte the TVinit^, 

Here procuratour com to hem ther hi were in gret 

plente; 
He brou3te hem mete and drinke y-nouj, as he hadde er 

i-do, 
And chargede here schip therwith and let hem wende so. 
THIS holi men hem wende forth as God hem wolde 
sende, 
r Godes grufewas with hem the bet hi ml jte wende. 
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As hi wende upon a tyme in gret tempest y-nouj, 
A gret fisch hi se3e and grislich, that after here schip 

droii5; 
Beminge fom out of his mouth he caste, 
The water was he5ere than here schip bifore hem at 

eche blaste, 
^"ith his browen wel faste he schef ; this monekea were 

agaste, 
-And cride 5ume on clhesu Crist, and in seint Brendan 

also. 
—After the schip so faste he schef that almest he com 

therto : 
—As he hem hadde almest of-take, and hi ne tolde nojt 

of here ly ve, 
—Another fisch out of the west ther com suymminge 

blyve, 
-And encountrede this lithere fisch, and smdt to him 

faste, 
And for-clef his foule book in threo parties atte laste, 
And thane wei as he cam er wel evene a3e he drouj. 
This monekes thonkede Jhesu Crist, and were joyful 

y-nou3. 
So longe hi wende this holi men in the see aboute so, 
That hi were afingred sore, for here mete was al i-do. 
Ther com fleo a lute fowel, and brou3te a gret bou3 
Ful of grapes suythe rede, and evene to hem drou3 ; 
This grapes he tok seint Brendan, this gode man sum- 
del I0U3, 
Ther-bi hi lyvede fourte ny3t, and hadde alle mete 
y-nou3. 

c 2 
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"THO this gmpes were alle i-do^ hi were afLngr^ Bore^ 

Bi thato aide hiseje an yle, and mete ther-innemore ; 

The yle was ful of faire treon, and so fiul everech bouj 

Of suche grapes as he sej er, that to the ground hit 

drou5. 
Seint Brendan wende up of this achip, of this grapes he 

nom faste, 
And bar hem to his schip, that fourti dajei hi laste. 
Sone ther- after cam a giyp fleo faste in the see^ 
And assaillede hem faste, and here schip, and fondede 

hem to sk. 
This monekes cride dulfulliche, and ne tolde nojt of 

here Ijve ; 
Tho com ther fleo a lutel fowel toward hem wel blyve. 
That in the Fowelen Paraj^s so ofte hem hadde i-rad. 
Tho seint Brendan i-sej hem come, he nas nojt a lute 

glad. 
This lutel fowel smot to this grymp, and eette his dunt 

wel he^e, 
The furftte dunt that he him 3afhe smot out aithereje; 
This Hthere best so he alo5 that he ful into the see ; 
ITiing that God wole hahbe i-wiat ne mai nothing sle. 
This holi men wende in the see aboute her and there ; 
Ac in on of the four stectes in reste evere hi were, 
Q TYME a seiut Petrea dai, gret feste with here tunge 
In the see hi makede of seint Peter, and here 

servise sunge; 
Hi come in o stede of the eee^ the see bo cler hi fonnde 
That hi se5e on hi eche half clerliche to the grounde. 
Hem tho5te the groiind i-heled was with fisches at one 

hepe, 
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That id ne s^e non other grounde bote as hi leye aslepe. 
This monekes hete seint Brendan that he softe speke, 
That hi ne weijte no5t the fisches, leste hi here schip 

breke. 
** What is 30U ?" quath seint Brendan, " whar-of beo 30 

of-dsad? 
TJpe phe maistres rug of alle fisches je habbeth j-ma- 

ked 50U glad, 
-And ano-ward his rug fur j-maked, and doth fram 

3ere to jere.*' 
This holi man makede loudere song, as hit for than 

one were. 
*rH£ fisch sturt« upe with here song, as hi awoke of 

slepe;, 
And flote al aboute the schip, as hit were atone hepe; 
So thikke hi flote aboute bi eche half, that non other 

water me ne sej, 
And bisette this schip al aboute, ac hi ne come ther nej. 
So thikke hi were aboute the schip, and suede hit 

evere so^ 
The while this holi ^an his masse song, forte he hadde 

i-do; 
And tho the masse was i-do, eche wende in his ende ; 
Moche wonder he mai i-seo, ho so wole aboute wende. 
The wynd was strong, and stif y-nouj, and drof the 

schip faste, 
As for as hi wende sove ni5t the clere see i-laste, 
So that hi seje in the see as clerliche as hi scholde a- 

londe ; 
Gret wonder hadde the gode men, and thoukede Godes 

sonde. 
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THO com ther a southeme wynd, that drof hem forth- 

ward faste 
Ki^t evone nojth hi nuste whoder, that eijte dawes hit 

kste ; 
Tho eeje hi fur in the north a lond durfc j-nouj, 
Smokie as ther schipes were, thider-ward here schip 

drotij. 
Tlio Lurden hi of bulies gret blowinge there^ 
And gret beting and noyse y-nouj, as ther thundre 

were J 
So that Brendan agaste sore, and him blescede faste. 
Ther cam out a grislich vn^t wel lither atte laste ; 
Thurf suart and berning al hia ejen upc hem he caste, 
And turnde him in anon j this monekea were ogaate. 
This lither thing raaked a cri that me mijte i-hure 

wide; 
Tho come ther suche achrewen mo wel thicke bi eche 

side, 
With tangen and with hameres berninge meni on, 
To the brym hi urne of the see after tlie schip echon, 
Tho hi ne mijte come ther ne^y hi gonne to crie faste, 
And here otiles al brcnninge after the raonekes caste j 
That me ne mijte nothing bote fur i-eeo tie i-hure, 
The see as he ful a-doun tho5te ek al a-fure. 
Ech caste upon other hia oules al an hej. 
And aboute the schip in the see, ac nevere ne cam non 

ney 
Atte laste hi turnde hem ajen, tho hi ne spedde nojt 

there, 
And al that lond thojte hem ek a-fur as thej hit were, 
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A.nd al the see ther-aboute smokede and brende faate, 
Strong was that stench and that longe i-laste. 
Tliothe monekftB were so fur that hi nemi^te i-s«o no- 
more, 
Sere julliiige 5ut hi hurde, the achrewen wepe sore. 
** Hou thinjth 30U/' quath seint Brendajti, " was this a 

murie pas ? 
AiVe ne wilnyeth come her nomore, an ende of helle 

hit was, 
.And the develen hopede wel of ous habbe i-had a god 

cas| 
j^c i-hered beo Jhesu Crista hi caste an ambeaas.*' 
"■''HE southeme wynd i-laste jut^ and drof hem evere 

forth. 
So that hi seje an hulle wel hej fur in the north, 
Cloudi and bernixige smoke, gret stench was there ; 
The He of the fur stod an hej as hit a was were : 
If ther was moche smoke in than other, jut was ther 

wel more. 
On of his raouckes bigan tho to wepe and julle sore ; 
For his tjme was to i-come that he ne mi5te no leng 

abide, 
He hipte him amidde the see out of the achip biside^ 
And orn him faste upon this water to this grialiche 

fore; 
He eride and yal so dulfuUiche, that ruthe hit waa to 

hui-e: 
'* Alias! " he seide, "mi wrecche Ijf! for nou ich i-aeo 

mjn ende. 
Mid jou ich habbe in joye i-beo, and y ne m^ mid jou 
wcnde ; 
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Acuraed beo lieo tlmt me bar, aud tlie tynie that icli 

was i*boi*e, 
And the fader that me bijat, for icU am nou for-lore !" 
A jEN hira the develen came anon, and uome tliane 

wrecche faste, 
And defoulede him strongs y-110115, and aoddde tbe fur 

him caste. 
Tho he fonde that seint Brendan seide tho he out wendCj 
Him. faillede grace, hou so hit was, his lyf to amende. 
So stronge brende the mountayne. that nothing hi ne 

The jut hi were far ther-frMnj bote fur and lie. 

Tho turnde the wynd into the north; and soath-ward 

hem drof faste, 
In thulke side strong y- 00115 ^^'^^ °73* ^^^ wynd i-laste, 
QO longe hi wende ibvcrg south, that hi seje attan 

ends 
A hai'd roch in the see, and the see ther-over wende i 
Ther-over the see caste i-lome and ofte he was bar. 
Tho hi come the roche nej of other hi were i-war : 
Ano-ward tho se M seje sitte, wan the see withdrouj, 
A wrecche gost sitte naked, bar and meseise y-nouj; 
Above him was a cloth i-teid mid tuei tongen faste, 
The nyther ende tilde to his chynne, over al the wynd 

hlni caste, 
That the water withdrouj, the cloth that heng heje 
Beot aa the wynd bleu the wrecche araiiitde than eje. 
The wawes beote him of the seebifore and eke blliynde; 
Wrecchedere gost than he was ne mai noman fynde, 
Seint Brendan bad him a Godes name telle him what 



he were J 
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And what he hadde God mis-do, and whi he sete there. 
** Ich am," he seide, " a dulful gost, wrecche Judas, 
That for pans oare Loverd solde, and an urthe mid him 

was; 
^is this no5t mi ri5te stede, ac oure Loverd me doth 

grace 
To habbe her mi parays, as ^e seoth, in this place, 
X'or no godnisse that ich habbe i-do, bote of oure Lo- 

verdes milce and ore, 
IFor y ne mijte habbe so moche py ne that y nere worthe 

more; 
For in the brenninge hul that ech of 30U i-say 
Mi rijt is to beo and brenne bothe nyjt and day. 
Ther ich was this other daitho 30ure brother thider com. 
And was into pyne i-lad, and sone hadde his dom ; 
Therfore helle was tho glad y-nou3, that he makede the 

grettere lye 
For joye tho he was i-come that 30 so fur i-sye. 
So he doth whan eni soule furst is thider i-come. 
Thurf oure Loverdes suete milce ich am nou thanne 

y-nome; 
For ich am her ech Soneday, and fram the Saterdayes 

eve 
Forte hit beo thane Soneday eve her ich schal bileve, 
And at Midewynter ek forte tuelfthe day beo i-do. 
And fram byginning ek of Ester forte Whitsoneday 

also, 
And at oure Lefdi feste ek, for ful of milce heo is ; 
In al the other tyme of the 3er in helle ich am i-wis, 
"With Pilatus, Herodes, Anne, and Kayfas. 
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Bote ich mai cur si the tyme that ich i-hore 

And ich bidde 50U for the Iotc of God that je fondie iti 

alle wyae, 
That ich bileve her al ni3t forte the sonne arise, 
And that ;;e wite me fram the develen that comet h sone 

after me." 
gEINT Breadan seide, " Thmf Godes grace we 

Bchulle schulde the : 
Tel me what ia the cloth, that so heje hongeth there." 
**Tho ich was an urthe," quath Judas, " and oureLo- 

verdes pans ber, 
This cloth ich jaf a mesel, and for mjne naa hit D03t, 
Ac hit was mid oure LoTerdes pans and mid oure bre- 

therne i-bojt ; 
Ac for ich hit laf for Godes love noii hit ie m^e bifore, 
For me ne &chal nothing for him do that scbal boo 

forlore; 
And for hit was other manuea, && mjn inwit understod. 
Hit me doth the5 bit hongi her more harm than god. 
For bit bet in mjn ejen sore, and doth me harm 

y-nou3." 
Her me mai i-seo which hit is to 5yYe other manes 

with W0U5, 
As woleth meni riche men raid unri5t al dai take 
Of pore men her and thar, and ahnissc siththe moke i 
That hi doth for Grodes love ne Bcbal hem nogt beo 

for^ute, 
Ac to pjne bit schal hem turne, as hi mowe thanne 

wite. 
" The tongen also," quath Judasi, ^Hhat je aeoth hongen 

an hej, 
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Preostea ich 5af an urthe, tlierfbre here hi beoth ; 
For clenliclie me schal eelie thing fynde that me doth 

for bis love. 
The ston upe whan ich sitte, that maketh me sitte 

above, 
In a wei ich Mm fond ligge ther no neod nas to 

Bton, 
Jch caste him in a dupe dich that ine mi5te ther-over 

gon. 
Tewe gode dede ich habl>e i-do that ich mowe of telle, 
_A.c HOB 80 lute that y ne fynde her other in helle." 
'THO liit was eve thane Sonedai, the develen ocnne 

blast*, 
To lede to helle this wrecche gost ; bi cride and juEe 

faste, 
*' Wend hunne," hi seide, " tliu Godes man, thu uast 

no^t her to done, 
Let oua habbc cure fekwe and led© to helle sone ; 
Por we ne thore oure maister i-seo er we him habbe 

i-broujt : 
Wend fram him, fur hit is tyme^ and ne lette ous noujt,'* 
" I lette 30U no^t," quath seint BrendaUj " ne ne witie 

30U her, 
That doth oure Loverd Jheau Crist, that is of more 

poer," 
" H^U theratou/' quath thia develen^ " bifore him 

nemne his name ? 
Ne bitrayde he him mid aolde ek to dethe with grete 

schame ?" 
Seint Brendan eeide," In hisname ich bote ^ou asichmai, 
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That je ne tuouche liim nojt to ni3t, er to morwe that 

hit beo day " 
Grisliche the develen jullcj and &^cn gonae fleo. 
Judas thoiitede pitousHche, that deol hit waa to seo. 
A-morwe, so sone as hit was dai, the develen gonne 

blaste, 
Grisliche hi cride and juUe also, andchidde also faste, 
** Aweir hi seidej "thu Godes man, acursed beo the 

stounde 
That thu come her owhar about, aad that we there 

here founde : 
Otire maister oua hath i-turmented so grisliche allonge 

11131, 
And etronge y-nouj, for we ne broujte mid 011a this 

lithere wijt* 
Ac we wolleth ous wel awreke,upe him silve hit scbal go, 
For we schulle this six dayes therfore dubki his wo." 
This wrecche gost quakede tho, that reuthe hit was to 

telle ; 
The develen him nome wel griaUdiej and here into 

heUe. 
Ac seint Brendan hem forbed in oure LoTcrdes name, 
That he nadde for thnlke nijt never e the more schame. 
Seint Brendan aud bJB monekes in the see forth weude 
lii3t threo dayea evene south, as oure Loverdhem sende; 
The furde dai hi 8636 an yie al bi south© an hej, 
Seint Brendan 8i3te sore tho he this yle 1-363, 
*' Poul," he aeide, " the ermite, ii in the yle that ich 

i-eeo, 
Ther he hath withoute mete this fourti jer i-beo," 
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THO hi come to this yle, yn hi wende echon, 

The ermite that was so old 83611 hem com gon; 
His her to his fet tilde of herde and of heved, 
And helede al ahoute his bodi, nas ther no bar on him 

bileved ; 
'None other clothes nadde he on, his lymes were al hore. 
Seint Brendan him bihulde, and gan to sike sore, 
" Alias !" he seide, " ich have so 3are in stede of monek 

i-beo, 
And nou in lyf of an angel a man ich i-seo." 
"gEO stille,'* quath this Ermite, "God doth bet bi 

the, 
For he schoweth the more than eni other of his pri- 

veit^ ; 
For o monek Ijveth bi the swynk of his owe honde. 
And thurf oure Loverdes grace thu lyvest, and thurf 

his sonde; 
Of the abbey of seint Patrik monek ich was i-wig, 
And of his church ai a wardeyn, ther as purgatorie is: 
A dai ther com a man to me, ich eschte what he were, 
Ich am, he seide, thyn abbod, of me nave thu no fere. 
Non other man than seint Patrik abbot nis, ich sede. 
No ich hit am, quath this other, "ne therstou nothing 

drede. 
To morwe arys sone days to the see thu must wende, 
A Bchip thu schal fymde 3are, as oure Loverd thewole 

sende : 
Dd the forth in thulke schip in the see wel wide, 
And hit wole the lede into the stede ther thu schalt 

abide. 



'SO 
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Sone a-morvre ich arcs to don hia holi bone. 
Forth ich wende to the see, a schip ich fond sone, 
Mid me ioh let the schip i-worthe ; wel evene forth hit 

wendc, 
Thane sovethe dai into this yle oure Loverd me eende. 
So sone ich was out of tho schip, fl5e thane wei hit nom. 
As evene aa hit mijte drawe ri^t as hit thider com. 
EUng ich jeode her alone, confort nadde ich non, 
So that upe his hinder fet an oter tlier com gon. 
Mid his forth ere fet he brOTi5te a fur-ire and a eton, 
Forto amyte fur therwith, and of fisch god won. 
This oter wende aje anon j ich makede me fur wel faste, 
And seoth me fiseh a Grodes name that threo dayes 

i'laste. 
So that eve re the thridde dai this oter to me drouj. 
And brou5te me mete that ich hadde threo da/ea j- 

110113 i 
Water of this harde 8ton, thurf oure Loverdea sonde, 
Ther sprong out ech Sonedai to drinke and to wasche 

TOjn honde. 
^HO ich hadde her in thiase lyre thretti 5er i-beo. 
This welle him gan furst to ache we, that thn mijt her 
i-seo. 
Bi this wille ich have i-lyred four and tuenti jer nou 

non^ 
And vyfti jer ich was old tho ich gan hider gon j 
So that of an hondi-ed ^er and tuenti ther-to 
Bi this tjme ich am i-redi oure Loverdes wille to do, 
And mi deth ich abide her, whan hyne wole me sende, 
Whan God wole that ich come to him and out of this 

wotdle wende. 
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And njm with the of this water what thu hast oeods 

ther-to, 
And wend forth faate in the see, for thi wei uis iio3t 

i-<3oj 
For thu schaJt yit in the see fourtJ dayes fare, 
Thanne thu schalt thin Ester holde ther thu hast i-do 

3are, 
-And thanoe thu achalt weiide forth to the Lond of 

Bihest^^ 
-And ther thu schalt fonrti dayes bileve atte meete, 
-And to thin owe lond &$e thu schalt wende so." 
This fTode men with deol j-nouj departede ther a-tuo. 
'THIS gode raen hem wende forth in the see faate, 

Fourti dayes evene south the while Leynte i-laste j 
To here gode procuratour an Ester eve hi come. 
With hem he makede joye y-nou^, as he dude er 

i-loroe. 
He ladde hem to thia grete fisch, tliider hi come an eve, 
This Ester ni3t forte a-morwe ther hi scholde bileve, 
Ther hi seide here matyna and here masse also. 
This fisch bigan to moevi him tho the masse was i-do. 
And bar this monekes forth with him, and swam forth 

wel faste, 
In the grete see wel gfislichj this monekes were agaate, 
A wonder thing hit was to mete, ho so hit hadde i-seie, 
A so gret best aboute wende into al the contreye. 
To this Fowelen Parays this monekes be ladde echon, 
And sette hem up ther bol and sound, and wende aje 
anon. 
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Forte after the Trinity hi bileved there^ 

For here procuratoiir bi thulke tyme brOHjte hem 

mete y-nou^, 
As he hadde er ofte i-do, into here sehip hit droiij, 
And wende forth with hem whoder oure Loverd hem 

sende. 
Rijt evene toward than est fourti dayes hi wende ; 
Tho this fourti dayes were i-do Mt bigan to haweli 

faste, 
A weldurc mystther com also that wel longe i-laste. 
" Beoth gladj" quath tliia procuratour, " and matieth 

grete festc, 
For ich bit wot je beoth nou nej the Lond of Biheste." 
THO hi come out of this durke mist^ and mijte aboute 

i-seo, 
Under the fdreate loud hi come that evere mi3te beo j 
So cler and so lijt hit was, that joye ther was y-nouj, 
Treon ther were ful of frut wel thikke on evere ch bouj. 
Thikke hit wasbisetof treon, and the treon tbicke bere, 
Thapplen were ripe y-nouj, rijt as hit harvest 

were. 
Fourti dayea aboute this lond hi hem gonne wende ; 
Hi ne mijte fynde in non half of this lond non ende ; 
Hit was evere more dai, hi ne fonde nevere nyjt, 
Hi ne wende fynde in no atede &o moche cler lijt. 
The eir waa evere in o stat, nother hot ne cold. 
Bote the joye that hi fonde ne mai nevere beo i-told. 
So that hi come to a fair water, hi ne mijte 11051 over 

wende ; 

r hi mi|te the lond i-seo fair witbouten ende. 
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THO cam ther to hem a junglich man, Bwyse fair and 

hende, 
f'airere man ne mi5te beo, that oure Loverd hem gan 

sende. 
£3e wolcome ech bi his name, and custe hem echon, 
-A.nd honurede faire seint Brendan, and nom him bi 

the bond anon. 
* * Lo," he seide, **her is the lond that je habbeth i-so3t 

wyde, 
-^nd the lengere for oure Loverd wolde that ^e schulde 

abyde, 
^^or 3e scholde in the grete see his priveitez i-seo. 
^hai^eth 30ure schip with this frut, for ^e ne mowe 
no leng her beo, 
Tor thu most to-ward thin owe lond a5e-wardes wende, 
For thu schalt sone out of the wordle, thi lyf is nej 

than ende. 
This water that je her i-seoth deleth this lond a-tuo ; 
This half 30U thinjth fair y-nou5, and thother half also; 
A 3und half ne mowe 3e come no3t, for hit nis no3t ri3t. 
This frut is evere i-liche ripe, and this lond i-liche li3t. 
And whan oure Loverd ech maner man to him hath 

i-drawe, 
And ech maner men knoweth him, and beoth under his 

lawe, 
This lond wole thanne schewe to-ward the wordles 

ende, 
Hem that beoth him next i-core er hi hunnes wende." 
Seint Brendan and his felawes of this frut nome faste, 
And of preciouse stones, and into here schip caste, 

D 
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And faire and wel here leve nome tho this was al i-do, 
And mid wop and deol y-nou5 departede tho a-tuo, 
And wende hem ham-ward in the see, as oure Loverd 

hem sends, 
And welra-there come hem hom than hi out- ward wende. 
Here bretheren, tho hi come hom, joyful were y-nouj. 
This-holi man seint Brendan to-ward dethe drou3 j 
For • ever-eft after thulke tyme of the wordle he ne 

^ro3te, 
Bote as a man of thother wordle, ^nd as he were in 

thojte. 
He deide in Irlande after thulke stounde ; 
Mcni miracle me hath ther siththe for him i-founde ; 
An abhei ther is arered ther as his bodi was i-do : 
Nou God ous bringe to thulke joye that his soule 
•wende to! 



Amen. 
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Here begynneth the lyfe of saynt Brandon. ,- 
Satnt Brandon, the holy man, was amonke,.and bQrne 
in Yrlonde, arid there he was abbot of an hous wherein 
were a thousand monkes, and there he ladde a full 
strayte and holy lyfe, in grete pdhaunce and abstynence, 
and he governed his monkes ftH yertuously. And than 
within shorte tyme after, there came to hym an holy 
abbQt-that hyght Beryne to vysyte hym, and tche of 
them was joyfull of other ; and than saynt. Brandon 
began to tell to the abbot Beryne o^ many wonders 
that he had seei) in dyverse londes. And whan Beryne 
herde that of saynt Brandon, he began to sygh, and sore 
irepte. And saynt Brandon comforted him the best 
wyse he coude, sayenge, "Ye come hyther for to be 
joyfull with me, and therfore for Goddes love leve your 
moumynge, and tell me what mervayles ye have seen 
in the grete see occean, that compasseth all the worlde 
about^ and all other waters comen out of hym, whiche 
renneth in all the partyes of the erth." And than 
Beryne began to tell to saynt Brandon and to his 
monkes the mervaylles that he had seen, full sore 
wepynge, and sayd, " I have a sone, his name is Mer- 
uoke, and he was a monke of grete fame, whiche had 

d2 
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gr«te deayrc to seke aboute by ahyppe in diverse 
countrees, to fynde a solytary place wherin lie nayght 
dwell secretly out of the besynesse of the worlde, for 
to serve God quyetly with more devocyon ; and I 
cotinseyled hym to any Its into au ylonde ferre in the see, 
besydes the Mouotaynes of Stones, wfiiclie is ful well 
knowen, and than he made hym redy and sayled thy- 
der with his monkes- And whan be carae thyder, be 
lyked that place fuU well, where he and his monkes 
served our IrOrde full devoutly," And than Beryne 
sawe iu a viayon that this monke Meruoke was sayled 
ryght ferre eestwarde into the see more than thre dayes 
saylynge, and sodeynly to hia semynge there came a 
derke cloude and over covered them, that a grete parte 
of the tlaye they sawe no lyght ; and as our Lorde 
wold, the cloude passed awayOj and they eawe a full 
fayr ylondj and thyderwai'de they drewe. In that 
ylonde was joye and myrth ynough, and all the erth of 
that ylonde ahyned as bryght as the BonnCj and there 
were the fayrest treea fmH herbes that ever ony man 
sawe, and there were many precyous stones ehynynge 
bryght, and every her be there was ful of fygures, and 
every tree ful of fruyte ; so that it was a glorious sight, 
and an hevenly joye to ahyde there. And than there 
came to them a fayre yonge man, and full cui-toysly he 
welcomed them all, and called every monke by his 
name» and eayd that they were much bounde to prayse 
the name of our Lorde Jean, that wold of his grace 
sliQwe to them that glorious place, where is ever day, 
and never night, and this plai?e is called paradyee ter- 
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^'^tre. But by this yloiide is fiii otber jlonde wberin 
^^''^ man may come. And ttiifl yoiige man aayd to them, 
^e liave ben liere halfe a yere without meetj drynke, 
^^** alepe-" And they supposed that they had not ben 
"'-Ixere the space of half an houre, so mery and joyful! 
"^Ixey were there. And the yongc man tolde them that 
"t-liia is the place that Adam and Eve dwelte in fyrat, 
Q-nd ever should have dwelled here, yf that they had 
Hot broken the commaundement of God. And than 
tlie yonge man brought them to theyr shyppe agayn, 
and sayd they might no lenger abyde there; and whan 
they were all shypped, sodeynly this yonge man van- 
ysabed away out of theyr sight. And than within 
sliorte tyme after, by the purveyaunce of our Lorde 
•Jesu, they came to the abbey where saint Brandon 
dwelled, and than he with his bretherne receyved them 
goodly, .and demaunded where they had ben so longe, 
and they sayd, " We have ben in the Londe of Byheest, 
to-fore the gates of Paradyse, where as is ever daye, 
and never night." And they sayd all that the place 19 
full delectable^ for yet all theyr clothes smeUed of the 
swete and joyfuU place. And than saynt Brandon 
purposed soone after for to seke that place by Goddea 
helpe, and anoue began to purvey for a good shyppe, 
and a stronge, and vytayUed it for vij. yere j and than 
he toke his leve of all his bretherne, and toke xij. 
monkes with him. But or they entred into the shyppe 
they fasted xl. dayea, and lyved devoutly, and echo of 
them receyved the sneraraent. And whan saynt Bran- 
don with his jpj. monkes wete entred into the shyppe. 
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there came other two of bis monkeSj and prajed h; 
that thej mjght sajle with hjm. And than he sayd, 
*' Ye maj sayle with me, but one of you shall go to 
hellj or ye come agayn." But not for that tbey wold 
go irith hym. 

And than saynt Brandon badde the shypmen to 
wynde up the sayle, and forth they say led in Goddei 
name, so that on the morow they were out of syght of 
ony londej and xl- dayes and xl. nightes after tbey 
say led playn eest, and than tbey sawe an ylonde ferre 
fro them, and they saylod thyder-warde as fast as they 
coude, and they sawe a grete roche of stone appere 
above all the water, and thre dayea they sayled aboute 
it or they coude gete in to the place. But at the last, 
by the purveyaunce of God, they founde a lytell haven^ 
and there went a-londe CTerychone, and than sodeynly 
came a fayre hounde, and fell down at the feet of saynt 
Brandon, and made hym good chere in his maner. 
And than he badde his bretherne, " Be of good cbere, 
for onr Lorde hath sente to us his messenger, to lede 
us into some good place." And the hotinde brought 
them into a fayre ball, where they founde the tables 
spredde redy, set full of good meet and drynke. And 
than saynt Brandon ssyd graces, and than he and his 
br ether ne sate down and ete and dranke of auche as they 
founde ; and there were heddea redy for them, wberin 
they toke theyr rest after theyr longe labour. And 
on the morowe they returned agayne to theyr shyppe 
and sayled a longe tyrae in the see after or they conde 
iynde ony londe, tyll at tlie last, by the purveyaunoe 
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of Go<lj they sawe ferre fro them a full fayre yloude, 

fill of grene paetiirej whcrin were the why test and 

gretest sbepe tbat erer they sawe j for every shepe was 

as grete as an oxe. And aoone after came to them a 

goodly olde man, whicho welcomed them, and mode 

them good chere, and sayd, " This is the Ylonde of 

Shepe, and here is never coldc weder, but ever som- 

mer, and that causeth the shepe to he so grete and 

Whjte ; they ete of the best grasse and herbes that is 

ony where," And than this olde man toke his leve of 

tliem, and bad them sayle forth ryght eest, and within 

ahorte tymc, by Goddea grace, they sbolde come into 

a. place lykc paradysej wherin they shold kepe theyr 

JEestertyde. 

And than they aayled forth, and came soone after to 

*hat lend ; bat bycause of lytell depths in some place, 

«nd in some place were grete rockes, but at the last 

they wente upon an ylonde, wenynge to them they had 

ben safe, and made theron a fyre for to di-esae theyr dj- 

ner, but saynt Brandon abode stylfin the shyppe. And 

whan the fyre was ryght bote, and the meet nygh soden, 

than tliia ylonde began to move j wherof the raonkea 

were aferde* and fledde anone to the shyppe, and lefte 

the fyre and meet behyode them, and mervayled apre 

of the movyiig. And saynt Brandon comforted themj 

and sayd that it waa a grete fieahe named Jasconye, 

whiche laboureth nyght and daye to put liia tayle in 

1]a» mouth, but for gretnes he may not. And than 
anone they sayled west thre dayes and thre nyghtes or 
they sawe ony londej whertbre they were ryght hevy. 
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But soone after, aa God wold, tliey sawe a fayre 
ylonde, full of floures, herbes, and trees^ wherof they 
thanked God of his good grace, and aoone they went 
on londe. And whan they had gone longe in this, 
they founde a ful fayre well, and therhy stode a fayre 
tree, full of bowe3, and on every bough sate a fayre 
byrde, and they ^,te so thycke on the tree that nnneth 
ony lefe of the tree myght be seen, the nombre of them 
was so grete, and they songe so meryly that it was an 
hevenly noyse to here. Wherfore saynt Brandon 
kneled down on his knees, and wepte for joye^ and 
made his prayers deYoutljnnto our Lord God to knowe 
TV hat these byrde 3 ment* And than anone one of the 
byrdes fiedde fro the tree to saynt Brandon^ and he 
with flykerynge of hia wynges made a full raery noyse 
lyke a fydle, that hym semed he herde never ao joy- 
full a melodye. And than saynt Brandon commaiinded 
the byrde to tell hym the cause why they sate so thycke 
on the tree, and sange 90 meryly. And tham the 
byrde sayd, " Somtyme we were aungela in heven, but 
whan our mayster Lucyfer fell down into hell for his 
hygh pryde, we fell with Iiym for our offences^ some 
hyther, and some lower, after the qualyte of theyr 
trespace ; and by cause our trepace is hut Ijtell, ther- 
fore our Lorde hath set us here out of all payne in full 
grete joye and myrth, after his pleasynge, here to 
eerve hym on this tree in the best maner that we can. 
The Sonday is a day of rest fro all worldly occupacyon, 
and, therfore, that daye all we he made as whyte as 
ony snow, for to prayse our Lorde in the best wyae we 
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m&jJ" And than tliig byrde sayd to sajmt Brandon, 
'*Itia xij, monethes past that ye departed fro your 
abbey-, and in the vij. yere hereafter ye shall se the 
place that ye desyre to comej and all thia vij. ycre ye 
shal kepe your Eester here with ua every yere, and in 
the ende of the vij. yere ye shal come into the Londe 
of Byhest." And thia was on Eester daye that the 
byrde sayd these wordes to saynt Brandon. And than 
this fowle fiewe agayn to his felawes that aate on the 
tree. And than all the byrdea began to aynge even- 
songe so meryly, that it was an hevenly noyse to here ; 
and after souper saynt Brandon and his fehiwea wente 
to bedde, and slepte well, and on the raorowe they 
aroae betymeB, and than those byrdes began matyns, 
pryme, and houres, and all suehe service as Chrysten 
men use to synge. 

And saynt Brandon with his felawes abode there 
viij. wekesj tyll Trinity Sonday was past ; and they 
say led agayne to the Tlonde of Shcpe, and there they 
Tytayled thcra wel, and syth toke thejr levc of that 
olde man, and returned agayn to ahyppe. And than 
the byrde of the tree came agayn to saynt Braodon, 
and said, " I ara come to tell yoti that ye ahaU sayle fro 
hena into an ylonde^ wherein is an abbey of xxiiij. 
monkes, whiche is fro this place many a myle, and 
there ye shall holde your Chryatmasse, and your 
Eester with us, lyke as I tolde you." And than this 
byrde flewe to his felawea agayn. And than saynt 
Brandon and his felawes sayled forth in the occyan ; 
and soone after fell a grete tempest on them, in whiehe 
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they were gretelj troubled loage tyme, and gore for- 
laboured* And after that, they fdunde by the purvey- 
aunce of God an ylonde whiche was ferre fro them, and 
tliaii they full mekelj prayed to our Lord to seode 
them thyder in aafetjg, but it was il. dayes after or they 
came tbyder, wherfore aU the moukea were so wery of 
that trouble that they set lytel pryce by theyr lyves, 
and cryed contynually to our Lord to have mercy on 
them and brynge them to that ylonde in safete. And 
by the purveyaunce of God, they came at the last into 
a lytell haven j but it was so strayte that unueth the 
ahyppe might come in. And after they eame to an 
ancre, and anone the monkes went to londe, and whan 
they had longe walked about, at the last they found© 
two fayre wellea i that one was fayre and clere water, 
and that other was somwhat trouhly and thy eke. And 
than they thanked our Lorde full humbly that had 
brought them thyder in safetfi, and they wolde fayne 
have droken of that water, but saynt Brandon charged 
them that they sholde take none without lycence, " for 
yf we absteyue us a whyle, our Lord wyU purvey for 
us in tiae beat wyse." And anone after came to them 
a fayre old man, with boor heer, and welcomed them 
ful mekcly, and kyssed saynt Erandon, and ledde them 
by many a fajre welle tyll they came to a fayre abbeyj 
wliere they were receyved with gi-eto honour, and 
aolempne proccssyon, with xiiiij. monkes all in ryal 
copes of cloth of goide, and a ryall erosse was before 
them. And than the abbot welcomed saynt Brandon 
and his felawshyp, and kysaed them full mekelyj and 
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eaynt Brandon by the handej and ledde hym with 



iiiontes into a fayre hall, and set them downe 

^*'^3We apon the benche ; and the abbot of the place 

^^hed all theyr feet with fayre water of the wcU 

^^t they sawe before, and aftex ladde them into the 

^ytour, and there eet them amonge hia eovenL And 

^*lone there came one by the purveyaunce of God, 

^Ijjche served them well of meet and drynke* For 

*Very monke had set before hym a fayre whyte lofe 

and ivhjrte rotes and herbes, whlche were rygUt 

deljejous, but they wyst not what rotea they were ; 

and they dranke of the water of the fayre clere welle 

that they sawe before whan they came fyrst a-londe, 

whiche saynt Brandon forbaJde them. And than the 

abbot came and chered saynt Brandon and liis moukes, 

and prayed them to ete and drynke for charite, " for 

every day our Lorde aendeth a goodly olde man that 

covereth tluB table, and aettcth our meet and drynke 

to-fore us; but w© knowe not how it cometh, ne we 

ordeyne never no meet ne drynke for us, and yet we have 

ben Ixxx. yere hcrCj and ever our Lorde (worshypped 

mote he be!) fedeth us. We ben xxiiy. monkes in 

nombre, and every feryall day of the weke he sendeth 

to us xij. loves, and every Soudaje and feestful day 

xxiiij, loves, and the breed that we leve at dyner we 

ete at sou per. And nowe at your comynge our Lorde 

hath &ento to us xlviij, loves, for to make you and ua 

mery togyder as brethern, and alwaye xij. of ua go to 

dyner, why lea other xij. kepe the quere ; and thus have 

we done this Ixxx. yere, for so longe have we dwelled 
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here ia this abbey ; and we came hjther out of th6 
abbey of saynt Patrykea in Trelonde, and thus, as ye 
Be, our Lorde hatU purveyd for ua, but none of ua 
kiiQweth tow it cometb, but God alone, to whome be 
gyven honour and laude worUe witLout ende. And 
here in tbig londe is ever fay re weder, and none of us 
hatli ben seke syth we came b>i;ber. And wiian we go 
to masse, or to ony other servyce of our Lorde in the 
cbirche, an one aeven tapexa of waxe ben set in the 
quere, and ben lyght at every tyme without mannes 
haude, and so brenne daye and nyglit at every houre 
of servyce, and never waste ne mynysehe as longe as 
we have ben here, whiche is Ixxx. yera" 

And than soynt Brandon wente to the chircbe with 
the abbot of the place, and there they sayd even son ge 
togyder full devoutly. And than saynt Brandon loked 
up* ward to-warde the crucifyxe, and sawe our Lorde 
hangynge on the crosse, which was made of fyne 
cristal and curyously wrought ; and in the quere were 
xxiiij, setes for 3cxiiij. monkes, and the vij. tapers 
brennynge, and the abbottee sete was made in the 
myddea of the quere. And than saynt Brandon de- 
manded of the abbot how longe they had kepte that 
scylence that none of them spake to other." And he 
saydj "This xxiiij. yere we spake never one to an 
other," And than saynt Brandon wepte for joye of 
theyr holy conversation. And than saynt Brandon 
desyred of the abbot that he and his monkea might 
dwell there styll with bym. To whom the abbot sayd, 
" Syr, that may ye not do in no wyse, for our Lorde 
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liath shewed to you in what maner ye shall be guyded 

"•syll the vij. yere be fulfyUed, and after that terme thou 

shalte with thy monkes returne into Yrlonde in safete; 

T)ut on of the two monkes that came last to you shall 

•dwell in the Tlonde of Ankers, and that other shall go 

<iaycke to hell. And as saynt Brandon kneled in the 

«hirche, he sawe a bryght shynynge aungell come in at 

the wyndowe, and lyghted all thelyghtes in the chirche, 

and than he flewe out agayn at the wyndowe unto heven, 

and than saynt Brandon mervayled gretly how the lyght 

^Penned so fayre and wasted not. And than the abbot 

sayd that it is wryten that Moyses sawe a busshe all 

On a fyre, and yet it brenned not, " and therefore mer- 

"V-ayle not therof, for the myght of our Lorde is now as 

^rete as ever it was." 

And whan saynt Brandon had dwelled there fro 

dJhrystmasse even tyll the xij. daye was passed, than 

Ike toke his leve of the abbot and covent, and returned 

'Vvith his monkes to his shyppe, and sayled fro thens 

'Vrith his monkes to-warde the abbey of saynt Hylaryes, 

>Dut they had grete tempestes in the see fro that tyme 

tjyll Palme Sondaye. And than they came to the 

"Ylonde of Shepe, and there were receyved of the olde 

man, whiche brought them to a fayre hall and served 

them. And on Sher-Thursdaye after souper he was- 

shed theyr feet and kyssed them, lyke as our Lorde 

dyd to his discyples, and there abode tyll Saterdaye 

Eester even, and than they departed and sayled to the 

place where the grete fysshe laye, and anone they 

sawe theyr caudron upon the fysshes backe whiche 

they had left there xij. monethes to-fore, and there 



they kepte the servyc€ of the reaurreccyon on the 
fySBhes backe, and after tliey sayled the same daye by 
the mornynge to the ylonde where a* the tree of 
byrdes was, and than the sayd byrde welcomed saynt 
Brandon and all Im felawshypj and went agayn to the 
tree andaangefwll meryly. And there he andliismonliea 
dwelled fro Eester tyE Trynitfi Sondaye, as they dyd 
the yei-e before, in full grete joye and myrth ; atyl 
dayly they Lerde the mery Bervyce of the byrdes 
eyttynge on the tree. And than the byrde tolde to 
aaynt Brandon that he sholde returne agayn at Chryst- 
masse to the abbey of monkes, and at Ee&ter thyder 
Bgayn, and the other dele of the yere labour in the o<j- 
cean Ln full grete perylles, "and fro yere to yere tyll the ■ 
vij, yere ben accomplj'ashed, and than shall ye eome to 
the joyfull place of Paradyae, and dwell there xL daye 
in full grete joye and myrth j and after ye ahall 
returne Lome into yoiu* owue abbey in saiete, and 
there end your lyf and come to the blysse of heven, 
to whicbe our Lorde bought you ^ith his precyouB 
blode." And than the aungell of onre Lorde ordeyned 
aU thynge that was nedefull to sayrit Brandon and to 
hismonkes, invytayles and all other thynges necessary. 
And than they thanked oui* Lorde of hia grete goodnes 
that he had shewed to them ofte in theyr grete nede, 
and than sayled forth in the grete see occcan abydynge 
the mercy of our Lord in grete trouble and tempestes, 
and fioone after came to them an horryhle fysshe, 
which e folowed the shyjipe long tym^ castynge so 
moche water out of his mouth into the sbyppe^ that 
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they supposed to have ben drowned. Wherfore they 

devoutly prayed^ to Grod to delyver them of that grete 

peryll. And anone after came an other fysshe, greter 

than he, out of the west see, and faught with him, and 

at the laste ckve hym in thre places, and than returned 

agayne. And than they thanked mekely our Lord of 

theyr delyveraunce fro this grete peryll ; but they were 

b grete hevynesse, because theyr vytayles were nygh 

spente. But, by the ordynaunce of our Lorde, there 

came a byrde and brought to th^m a grete braunche of 

a vine full of reed grapes, by whiche they lyved xiiij. 

dayes; and than they came to a lytell ylonde, wherin 

"Were many vynes full of grapes, and they there londed, 

lind thanked God, and gadred as many grapes as they 

lyved by xl. dayes after, alwaye saylynge in the see in 

xnany a storme and tempest. And as they thus sayled, 

sodeynly came fleynge towarde them a grete grype, 

"whiche assayled them and was lyke to have destroyed 

them; wherfore they devoutly prayed for helpe and 

ayde of our Lord Jesu Chryst. And than the byrde of 

the tree of the ylonde where they had holden theyr 

Eester to-fore came to the gripe and smote out both his 

eyen, and after slewe hym ; wherof they thanked our 

Lorde, and than sayled forth contynually tyll saynt 

Peters daye, and than songen they solempnely theyr 

servyce in the honour of the feest. And in that place 

the water was so clere, that they myght se all the 

fysshes that were aboute them, wherof they were full 

sore agast, and the monkes counseyled saynt Brandon 

to synge no more, for all the fysshes lay than as they 
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had slepte. And than sayot Brandon sajd, " Drede ye 
not, for ye liave kepte by two Eestcrs the feest of the 
resmreccion upon the grete fysshea backer and tlier- 
fore dretle ye not of these lytel fysshes." And than 
saynt Brandon made hyra redy, and, wente to masae, 
and badde his nionkes to synge the best wyse they 
coude. And than an one all the fy ashes awoke and 
came ahouto the shippe bo thicke, that unneth they 
myght se the water for the fysahes. Antl whan the 
masse was done, all the fysshea departed so that they 
were wo njorevseeii, 

And seven dayes they sayled alwaye in that clere 
water. And than there come a south wynde and drove 
the shyppe north-wardfij where as they sawe an ylonde 
full derke and full of stenche and smokej and there 
they herde grete blowynge and blaatyng of belowea, 
but they myght se no thynge, but herde grete thon- 
drynge, wherof they were sore aferde and blyased them 
Qffte. And soone after ther-i came one stertynge out 
all hrennynge in fyre, and stared full gaatly on them 
with grete staryng eyen, of whome the monkes were 
flgast, and at his departyng from them he made tlie 
borryblest crye that myght he herde. And soone 
there eame a grete nombre of fendes and assay led 
them with hokes and hrennynge yren* mallcsj, whiche 
ranne on the water, folowyng fast theyr shyppSj in 
euehe wyse that it aemed all the sec to be on a fyre; 
but by the wyll of God they had no power to hurte ne 
to greve them, ne theyr shyppe. Wherfore tbe fendea 
began to rore and crye, and tbrewe theyr bokes and 
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malles at them. Arid they than were sote aferde, and 
praje^i to God for comlorte and Lelpe; for they sawe 
the fendea all about the shyppe, and them semed that 
all the ylonde and the see to be on a fyre. And with 
a sorowfull crje all the fenties departed fro them and 
returned to the place that they came fro. And than 
sayut Brandon tolde to thetn that this wem a parte of 
hell, and therfore he charged them to he stedfast in 
the fayth, for they shold yet se many a dredefuU place 
or they came home agayne. And than came the south 
Wynde and drove them ferther into the north, where 
they sawe an liyll all on fyre^ and a foule smoke and 
stenche comyng from thens, and the fyre stode on ©che 
syde of the hyll lyke a wall all hrennynge. And than 
one of his moakes began to crye and wepo ful sore, 
and sayd that his ende was comen, and that he might 
abyde no lenger in the ehyppe, and anone he lepteout 
cf the ahyppe into the see, and than he cryed and 
Tored fuU pyteously, ctiraynge the tyme that he waa 
borne, and also fader and modcr that bygatc him, 
by cause they sawe no better to his correccyon in his 
yonge age, " for now 1 mast go to perpetual payne." 
And than the sayenge of saynt Brandon wag veryfyed 
that he sayd to hym whan he entred into the shyppe. 
Therfore it is good a man to do penaunce and forsake 
synne, for the houre of deth is incertayne. 

And than anone the wynde turned into the north, 
and di'ove the ehyppe into the south, whiche say led vij, 
dayes contynually ; and they came to a grete rocke 
standynge in the see, and theron sate a naked man in 
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full grete mysery and payne; for the wawes of the Be& 
had so beten hi a body that all the fleashe was gone of, 
and nothynge lefte but synewes and bare bones. And 
whan the wawes were gone, there was a canvas that 
henge over hiB heed whiche bette hi a body full sore 
with the blowynge of the wynde ; and also theie were 
two oxe tongues and a grete stone that he sate on, 
whiche dyd hym full grete ease. And than saynt 
Brandon charged hym to tell hym what he was. And 
he iaydj " My name ia Judas, that eolde our Lorde Jesu 
Chryst for xxx, pens, whiche aytteth here moche 
wretchedly, how be it I am worthy to be in the gretest 
payne that is ; but our Lorde is so mercyfull that he 
hath rewarded ra© better than I have deserved, for of 
ryght my place is in the biennynge hell j but I am here 
but cei-tayne tymes of the yerCj^ that is, fro Chrystmasse to 
twelfth daye, and fro Eester tyll Whytsontyde be past, 
and every feestfull daye of our lady, and every Sater- 
daye at noone tyll Sonday that evensonge be done j 
but all other tymes I lye sty 11 in hell in ful hi^nnynge 
fyre with Pylate, Herode, and Cayphaa; theribre 
accursed be the tyme that ever I knewe them." And 
than Judas prayed saynt Brandon to abyde styll there 
all that nyght, and that he wolde kepe hym there styD 
that the fendes sholde not fetche hym to hell. And 
he eayd, " With Goddea helpe thou ehalt abyde here all 
this nyght." And than he aaked Judas what cloth that 
was that henge over bis heed* And he saydit was a cloth 
that he gave unto a lepre^ whiche was bought with the 
money that he stale fro our Lorde whan he bare his purse. 
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"wherfore it dotlie to tne grete pnjTie now in betyng 

my face with the blowynge of the wynde ; and these two 

oxe tongues that ha.Qge here aboye me, I gare them 

Bomtynie to two pieestes to praye for me. I bought 

tbem with mjne avme moneyj and therfore they ease 

me, bycause the fysehes of the see koawe on them and 

spare me. And this stone that I syt on laye somtyme in 

a deaobte place where it eased no us an ; and I toke it 

thens and layd it in a foule wayc, where it dyd moehe 

ease to them that went by that waye, and theifore it 

easeth me now; foi' eyeiy good dede shall be rewai-ded, 

and cveiy evyll dede shal be punysahed." And the 

Sondaye agaynst even there came a grete multitude of 

fendes bla3^yng and rorynge, and badde saynt Brandon 

go thena, that they myght have theyt eeiTaunt Judas, 

** for we dare not come in the presence of our mayster, 

Ijut yf we brynge hym to hell with iii," And saynt 

Brandon sayd, " Iktte not you doyourmaysteracom- 

maundement, but by the po\irer of our Lorde Jesu Chryst 

I chaige yoti to leve hym this nyght tyll to morow," 

" How daiest thouhelpG hym that so solde his mayater 

for mcx. pens to the Jew8s, and caused hym also to dye 

the moost shaiiief all deth upon the crosae ?" And than 

saynt Brandon charged the fendes by his passyon that 

they sholde not noy hym that nyght. And than the 

fendes went theyr way rorynge and cryenge towarde 

hell to theyr mayster, the grete deyylh And than 

Judas thanked saynt Brandon so rewfully that it was 

pit^ to Be, and on the morowe the fendes came with an 

horryble noyse, sayenge that they had that nyghi 
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suffml grete payne bycause they brought not Judas, 
and sayd that he shold suffre double payne the sixe 
dayesfolowynge. Aod they tokc than Judas tremblynge 
for fere with them to payne. 

And after aaynt Brundon say led south~warde thre 
dayes and thre nyghtes, and on the Frydaye they sawe 
an ylonde, and than saynt Brandon began to sygh and 
aaye, " I se the ylonde wherin saynt Poule tlie heremyte 
dwelleth, and hath dwelled there xl, jQte. without meet 
and diynke ordeyned by inannes hande." And whan 
they come to the londe, saynt Pouk coine and welcomed 
them humbly. He waa olde and for-growen, bo that 
no man myght se his body, of whom saynt Brandon 
eayd weepyng, *' Now I se a man that lyveth more 
lyke an aungell than a man, wherfore we wretehea 
may be ashamed that we lyve not better," Than Bflynt 
Poule sayd to saynt Brandon, " Thou art better than I ; 
for ourLorde hath shewed to the more of his prerytees 
than he bath done to me^ wherfore the a oughtest to be 
more praysed than I." To whome saynt Bi-andon sayS, 
"' We ben monkea and must labour for our meet, but God. 
hath provyded for the suche meet as thou boldest the 
pleased, wherfoie thou art mothe better than L" To 
whome saynt Poule sayd, " Somtime I was a monks of 
saynt Patrykes abbey in Trelonde, and was wardeyn of 
the place where as men entre into saynt Patrikea pur- 
gatory. And on a day there came one to me, and I 
asked hym what he was, and he sayd 1 am your abbot 
Patryke, and chaxge the that thou departe from heus 
to morowe erly to the see ayde^ and there thou ehalt 
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fynde a shyppe, into the whiche thou must entre, 

whiche God hath ordeyned for the, whose wyll thou 

must accomplysshe. And so the nexte daje I arose 

and went forth and founde the shyppe, in whiche I 

entred, and by the purveyaunce of God I was brought 

into this ylonde the seventh daye after, and than I 

leflte the shyppe and went to londe, and there I 

walked up and downe a good whyle, and than by the 

purveyaunce of G^ there came an otter goynge on his 

hynder feet and brought me a flynte stone, and an yren 

to smyte fyi*e with, in his two fore clawes of his feet j 

and also he had aboute his necke grete plente of 

fysshes, whiche he cast down before me and went his 

Waje, and I smote fyre, and made a fyre of styckes, 

and dyd sethe the fysshe, by whiche I lyved thre 

dajes. And than the otter came agayn, and brought 

me fysshe for other thre dayes ; and thus he hath done 

Ij. jere, through the grace of God. And there was a 

grete stone, out of whiche our Lorde made to sprynge 

fajre water, clere and swete, wherof I drynke dayly. 

And thus have I lyved this Ij. yere j and I was Ix. yere 

olde whan I came hyther, and am now an hondred and 

33. yere olde, and abyde tyll it please our Lorde to 

sende for me ; and if it pleased hym, I wolde fayne be 

discharged of this wretched lyfe." And than he bad 

saynt Brandon to take of the water of the welle, and 

to cary it into his shyppe, " for it is tyme that thou de- 

parte, for thou hast a grete journey to do; for thou 

shalt sayle to an ylonde whiche is xL dayes saylyng 

hens, where thou shalt holde thyn Eester lyke as thou 
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hast done to-fore, whereas the tree of bjrdea is. Aad fro 
thena thou shalte sayle into the Lotide of Byhoest, and 
shall abjde there xl, dajea, and after returne home 
into thy countiee in safete." And than these holy men 
toke leve eehe of other, and they wepte bothe full sore 
and kysaed echo other. 

And than sayot Bi^ndon entred into his shyppe, 
and sayled xl, dayes even southe, in full grete tempest. 
And on Eester even came to theyr procuratour, wliiche 
made to them good chere, as he had before tyme. And 
from tbena they came to the giete fysshe, where they 
Bayd matyns and masse on Eeater daye. And whan 
th.e masge was done, the fysshe began to meve, and 
ewanune forth fast into the see, wherof the monkes 
were soi-e agast which etode tipon hymj for it was a 
grete mervayle to se suche a fysgbe as giete as all a 
countiee for to swymme so fast in the watery but by 
the wyll of our Lorde God this fysshe set all the 
monkes a-londe in the Paradise of Byrdea all hole and 
sonndcj and than returned to the place that he came 
fro. And than saynt Brandon and his monkes thanked 
our Lorde God of theyr delyveraunce of the grete 
fysshe, and kepte theyr Eestertyde tyU Trinite Son- 
day e, lyke as they had done before tyme. And after 
this they toke theyr shyppe and sayled eeat xl. dayes, 
and at the xl, dayes ende it began to hayle ryght 
fast, and therwith came a derte myat, whiche lasted 
longe after, whiche fere d saynt Brandon and his monkes, 
and prayed to our Lord to kepe and helpe them. 
And than anone came theyr procuratour, and badde 
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Aem to be of good chere, for they were come into the 
Londe of Byheest. And soone after that mjst passed 
awaye, and anone they sawe the fayrest countree eest- 
warde that ony man myght se, and was so dere and 
bryght that it was an hevenly syght to beholde ; and all 
the trees were charged with rype fruyte and herbes 
full of flonres ; in whiche londe they walked xl. dayes, 
but they coude se none ende of that londe ; and there 
was alwaye daye and never nyght, and the londe 
attemperate ne to bote ne to colde. And at the last 
they came to a ryrer, but they durst not go oyer. 
And there came to them a fayre yonge man, and wel- 
comed them curtoysly, and called eche of them by bis 
name, and dyd grete reverence to saynt Brandon, and 
8ayd to them, " Be ye now joyfuU, for this is the londe 
thatye have sought ; but our Lorde wyll that ye departe 
hens hastely, and he wyll shewe to you more of his 
secretes whan ye come aga3m into the see ; and our 
Lorde wyU that ye lade your shyppe with the fruyte 
of this londe, and bye ybu hens, for ye may no longer 
ai^de here, but thou shalt sayle agayne into thyne 
owne countreej and soone after thou comest home thou 
shalt dye. And this water that thou seest here 
departeth the worlde asondre; for on that other syde 
of the water may no man come that is in this lyfe. 
And the fruyte that ye se is alwaye thus rype every 
tyme of the yere, and alwaye it is heyelyght as ye now 
se ; and he that kepeth our Lordes faestes at all tymes 
shall se this londe, or he passe out of this worlde." 
And than saynt Brandon and his monkes toke of 
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ttat fruyte fts moche as they wolde; and also toke with 
them grete jilente of precyouB atonea ; and than toke 
thejr leve and went to shyppe, wepynge eore bycause 
they myght no lenger abyde thei-e. Atid than they toke 
theyr ahyppe and came home into Yielonde in safete, 
whome theyr tretherne receyved with, gretd joye, 
gyvyiige thantynges to o^r Lorde, whiche had kepte 
tLem. all those seven yere fro many a peryllj and 
brought them home in safete, to whome be gyven 
honour and glory worlde wi thou ten ende. Amen. 
And soone after, this holy man saynt Brandon wexed 
feble and aeke, and had bnt lytell joye of this world, 
but ever after his joye and mynde was in the joyes of 
heven. And in shorte tyme after, he,- beynge full of 
vertues, departed out of this lyfe unto everlaBtyng 
lyfe. and was worshypfnlly buryed in a fayro abbey, 
wMche he hym selfe founded^ where our Lorde sheweth 
for thiii holy saynt many fayre myracles. "WTierfore 
let ua devoutly praye to this holy saynt that he praye 
for us unto our Lord, that he have raerey on us, 
to whom be gyren laude, honour, and empyre, world 
withouten ende. Amen. 



NOTES TO THE METRICAL LIFE. 



P. 1, 1. 1. — ^The name is spelt diversely in the different 
^!tf SS. Brendan and Brandan. The commencement of our Eng- 
lish poem agrees closely with that of the prose English version 
^ere printed, but they differ very much from the original La- 
'^n, and all the other versions, which give a more exact account 
mt the family of the saint. — Sanctus Brendanus, filius Finlo- 
«ha, nepotis Alti de genere Eogeni, e stagnile regione Mimen- 
«ium ortus fuit 

P. 1, L 4. — A thoiuend monekes."] So the English prose ver- 
aon. The original Latin, and all the other versions, say three 
thousand. 

P. 6. — Barint.'} The Latin calls him BarintuSj nepos Neil 
regii. In the prose life he is corruptly called Beryne. 

P. 2, 1. 6.— JHfemoc] The Trin. Col. MS. reads Menrok. 
The prose version, probably by a mere error of the printer, 
calls him Meruoke. 

P. 2, 1. b.—Mountayne of Stedes, MS. Trin. The Latin 
text has juxta Montem Lapidis. 

P. 2, 1. 23.— 4ne lond."] The Trin. Col. MS. reads a nywe 
Imd. 

P. 3, 1. 6j — A yung iwan.] The original Latin, and the ver- 
nonsmade immediately from it, have only quidam vir^ without 
saying anything of his youth. 

P. 4, 1. 4. — ^The Trin. C. MS. reads, agen-ward he wende 
thoy and that. 
P. 4, 1. IS.—Smyl.'] MS. Tr. C. reads smelle. 
P. 4, 1. 14.— In thogt he stod, MS. Tr. C. This MS. adds 

F 
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after tkis line tlie fjllawiixg, wtich is evideiilly oraitied in our 
fcesct — ^He thogL fondy tber-of yf Lit were Oodes wylle. 

P. 4, 1, l7.^We should probably read Thuse fw/oe, as the 
line seems at prcHenl iiuperltct. MS. Tf. C. has Thf^ twelve 
he difped til comail. There are also evidctJtly two lines omit- 
ted in our text^ which sliould fonn the cominenceraeut of St. 
Brandau'^ address to his monks, and which stand tkus in tlie 
Tr. C. MS — 

" leli thyncte to a prrce thyng, thci^f ye mote me rede, 
To Mclte the Loode of Byheste, if oure Lord woW tOB ttitidw iBdo." 

The omission has arisen fiom the number of consecutive 
rhymes. In the English prose version the preparations for 
Toy age are told more briefly. 

P. 6, 1. 6,— Th(! Tr. C, MS. reads Hu htm make a stronge 
&chip. The Latiu text differs here from our narrative. Trans- 
acti^ jiitn quadraginta diebus^ ct salutatis frtttnbu^ fto com- 
mendatis prajposito monasterii sui, qui fuit postea successor in 
eodem loco, profe^tus est contra ocddentalem plagara cum 
qnatuordecim Ii'atribub ad insulam cujusdam sancti patn's 
nomine Aeiide. Ibi demoratus est tribus diehus et tribns nofi- 
tibus. Post hKDc, aeeepta benedictione -santiti jtatris et omnium 
monachoruta qui cum eo erant, i>rtjfcetus est in uUimam par- 
tem region is suffi, ubi deraorabautur parentes ejus. Attamen 
noluit illos videic^ sed eiijui^dftm sununitatem montis exten- 
dentis se in oceoimui, in loco qui dicitur Brejidani sedes^ as- 
cendit, ibiciue fuit tentorium suiiin, ubi crat et introitus uuius 
navis. Sanctus Brendanuji et qui cum eo erant, accepds fer- 
rametjtw, fcctrunt navicular levissitnanii, costatam et colum- 
natatn ex vimiue, sicut mos est in illis partibus, et cooperU' 
priiut eamcoriis bovinis ac rubricatis in cortice ruborina, lini- 
eruutqiie foris omnes jiincturas naviSjOtexpendiaqurtdraginta 
dienun et hutiriim ad pelles prfeparaiidas assumpseniuiad co- 
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Miperimentum navis, et eiEtera utensilia quiE art iisitm vitse 
hunianie pertinent. Arborem posuemntin medio unvis fisum, 
et Teluni, et caHera qu® ii<I guhernationem navis pertinent. 

This is a curious description of a very primilive sliip, 
■ P. 6, L 4.— ^» hnUe at the taste, MS. Tr. C. 

P. 6, 1. 8. — Hu wende ahouts 0s tnoppi/sche men that nwte 
wei' ku were. MS. Tr. C 

P, 6, 1. 13.— To an huU^,] The Latin has, usque ad unum 
oppiiiutn, intrantes autem Tiderunt aulain magmam. In the 
early French version it is, Etsivirent le chien dustjues ftu chas- 
tel. Doul entierent en i. chastel, et virent une grande sak. 
The English versions oniit the incident of one of the two monls 
who followed St. Braodan voluntarily, who stoie a bridle of 
silver from the hall, and died and was buried in the island. 

P. 7j 1. 7.— The Island of Sheep, answering closely to this 
description, is described by some of the Ambian geographer 
as existing in the western ocean. 

P. 8, 1 7.— Eyre, MS, Tr. C.» which adds after this line, 
tiie two following: — 



r, 



'• And Tiere wejr io here tch^ eche after othi*f nomc, 
Gpd hjm thijgt IcTjate wng thnt ^nncat thj-dui come." 



P. 8, 1. le.— Jas(7om.] The MS. Tr. C reads /wtoyit; the 
Latin hau Jaictmim. It baa been already obsenred in the 
preface, that the incident of tlie great fish is founded in the 
Arabian voyages of Sinbad. The existence of this great fish 

I was a ver)' popular legend in the midiUc ages ; it was doubtless 
tJie Craten of the north. In the medieval bestiaries it is some- 
times ideutilied with the whale. The storj' is tlic subject of an 
Anglo-Saxou poem in the Exeter MS. Philippe de Tliatiti 
gives the same incident in a few lines, adding that the 

' fish, before rising to the surface, throws the sand of the sea on 
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" Cetus ceo ost mult gnat be&tf^ tut tans ea mer cimvenM ; 
Lr Mblan de SMt pnnt, sor »a Am Xettenl, 
Bui mer ■'odfecNnmt, ea pais n esteniL 
li Dotunefv la Toit, quide que iUe iolt. 
Hoc mit uiTer iua ciusjei npi^ater. 
Li bfllain le fu »at a U nef e U gml; 
Loirrs se pliisgeratj si il pot, si's noicrat." 

"Cetus is a very great beftst, which lives always in the sea ; 
it takea ihe saud of the sea, spreads it on its baok, raises itself 
up in the sea, and will be without motion. The seafarer sees 
it,, thints that it is an island, lands there to prepare his meal. 
The whaie feels the Bre and the ship and the people ; then he 
will plunge and drown them, if be can/' 

See also the account of this monster gi?en in the early Eng- 
lish metrical bestiaiy, printed in the Reliquiffi Ajaliquffi, vol. i. 
p. 220. 

P. », I ff.— The Tr. C. MS. reads,— 

" Tin fley Xhet tip a litel fonk, nod towixd lijia gan te, 
A» n fythele last wyngen fehl tbo he bjgan to fle." 

P. 9,1. 16. — This notion relating^ to the distribution of the 
fallen angels, according lo the degree in wbleb they had par- 
ticipated in Lucifer's crime, was very general in the middle 
ages. I have collected together from old writers some extracts 
on ibis subject in my essay on '* St Patrick's Purgatory," p. 
90, lu the Latin text of our legend the bird says, Nos sumus 
de magna iUa mina antiqui hostis j sed non peccando aut 
con&entietido sumus lapsi, sed Bei pletate piaedestinati, nam 
ubi sumus creati, per lapsum istius cum suis satellibus coa- 
tigit nostra ruin a. Deua autem omnipotens, qui Justus est et 
verax, sua judicio misit nos in ii»tum locum. Pccnas non bus- 
tiiiemus, Praesentiam Dei ex parte non videre possum us, 
tantum alienavit nos con&ortio illorum qui steterunt. Vaga- 
mur per diversas paries hujus sieculi^ aeris et firmamenti et 
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terruDiD, sicut et alii spiritus qui mittuntur. Sed in Sanctis 
^iebus (lutniiiids accipimus corpora talia quae ta vides^ et per 
Dei dispensationem tommoramur hie et laudamus creatoiem 
nostnun. 

P. 11, 1. Bt— Abbey, ^ lusulam quffi TocatQi AUbe^. Text. 
Lat. 

P. ri^ 1. 3.^ — Tliother tt>ori,'\ uirna turbidus. Text. LaL 

P. 13, 1. 5. — tFAi^e jnwrej.] The Latin text has, Et quibus- 
dam radicibus incredlbilis saporis. 

P- 14,1, l.Seint Ahv^.l Et swicti Ailbei. Text. Lat. 

R H, 1. W.— Weved.-] An altar. In the next line MS. Tr. 
C. reads, weved, chalys, and croeset, Efant enim altaria de 
crialaHo, caltcea et pateofle, ureeoli, et csetera vasa quce perti- 
nelmnt ad cultum diTiniun, itidem ex eristallo erant. Text, 
Lat. 

P, 16. 1. 13.— F/ie ofankreSy] t. e, the isle of hennita, or 
anchorites. MS. Tr. C. reads 3/ Je ofauntres. De duoTiusTero 
q^ui supersnnt, unus peregrinabitur in insula quSD rocatur 
AnaehoritaliB ; porro alter morte pessima condempnabitur 
apud inferos. Text. Lat, 

P. 15, L 15. — A furl aTewe,"] SuffUta ignea. Text Lat. 
The prose English version has misread angel for arrow. 

P. 16, 1. 5. — Mideivyntcr.'] It is perhaps hardly necessary 
to observe that this h tlie Anglo-Saxon name for CliTistraas. 

P. 16, L 16. — Fowelen Parfli/ir,] Insulft qnse vocatur Pa- 
ladisus Avium. Text. Lat. A cimau& incident of the Latin 
legend, where the TOonL"* were niade ill by drinkipg water in 
anatlieT island, is omitted in the English. 

P. 16, 1. l8.^Sckiv-t}iursdai.'} Shere Thursday, or Maun- 
day Thursday, is the Thursday before Efister, when it was the 
custom to wash each other's feet in imitation of Chiist, which 
ceremony was called his m<tttdi (or commandment), whence 
is derived one of the aames given to Uie day. 
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R 17, 1. 25.~yn»<»ftt.] The Tr. C. MS. reads fchon, 

P. 10, J. 15, — Afin^edf] L c. hungry. See the Glossary to 
Piers Ploughman. In tbe ortgitml I^tiu text the monk^ aie 
twice exposed to extreme Uutiger, and oa the first occasion re- 
lieve themselves by eating ol'Uie flesh of the beast which bad 
been itilled. Several incidents in lliis part of tlie original stoiy 
are omitted in the English version. It would appear eiIso that 
in the Latin legend tlie great beast which bad heeu killed was 
the same on whose back they bad lit the fire, for Biandan saya 
to them when thej expte&s their feai of the fishes they saw 
asleep at the bottom of the sea, — Cur timetis istas best) as? 
Nonne omnium bestiarum masLima devorata est? Sedentes 
TOS et psaUentes saepe in dorsoejus fuistls, et ailv^am scindistis, 
et ignem accendtstis, et camem ejus coxifids. 

F, 32, 1. 2. — For a full illustmtion of ilie notions relating 
to hell and paradise contained in the latter part of this legend 
I wodd refer the reader to the materials I have collected in 
the essay on "St Patrick's Purgatorj'." 

P, 23, 1. 8.— ^jftAftfrtjf.] A term in the game of dice, fre- 
quently used in medieval writers, which shows the great pre- 
valence of gambling in Uie middle ages. 

P, 26, 1, 7. — AtuI oure Loverdes pana fter,] It was a preva- 
lent notion in the middle ag^cs that Judas was the pursebcarer 
of Christ and his disciples, and that his avarice and dishonesty 
was partly the cause of his ruin. A curious early fragment 
on this subject is printed in the Reliquiae Antiquse, vol. i. p. 144. 
In the " Chester Mysteries " he is made to take offence at the 
extra. vag:ance of the Magdalene in lavishing so much money 
on a pot of ointment. In the Latin text of the legend of 
St. Brandan, Judas is represented as having been the cliam- 
berlaiti of tlie Saviour— quando fui camerariuB Dotnini. In 



the French version it is, Quand jo fiiicamhieleua men Signem-. 
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P. 30, 1. 21. — The Latin text gives his age somewhat dif- 
ferently. Nonagenarius cnim sum in hac insula, et triginta 
annis in victu piscium, et scxaginta in victu iUius fontis, et 
quinquaginta fui in patria mea ; omnes enim anni vitse mesB 
sunt centum quinquaginta. 

P. 34,1. 11. — An abbei.'] This abbey was Cluain-fert or 
Clonfert, in the county of Galway, where it is pretended 
that St. Brandan was buried in the year 676. See Archdall, 
Munast. Hibem. p. 278. 

P. 36, 1. 11. — In a vistfonJ] The prose version is here rather 
confused, and the writer appears unintentionally to have over- 
looked part of the original. It would seem here as though the 
voyage of Barintus was nothing more than a vision, which 
certainly was not the writer's meaning. 
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PREFACE. 



"When Weber printed the romance of Octovian 
from MS. Cotton. Calig. A. ii., he was not aware 
that the other copy which he mentioned as exist- 
ing at Cambridge, in MS. More 690, was an 
entirely different version, or rather translation, of 
the French original. This fact was also unknown 
to Conybeare, who published an analysis of tho 
Anglo-Norman romance, although with more cau- 
tion, he alludes to it as " another poem with the 
same title ;"" referring to Warton, who had pre- 
viously noticed that the commencing lines of the 
two MSS. differed. It does not, however, appear 
that either Percy, or any of these writers, had 
examined the Cambridge version, and as it com- 
pletely differs from the other in its composition, 
and occasionally in the conduct of the story, it 
appeared to the editor well worthy of publication ; 
and in the course of his task, he has had the 
advantage of comparing the text with another 
copy of the same version preserved in the Thorn- 
ton manuscript, a very valuable volume in the 



librarj' of Lincoln Cathedml. The principal va- 
riations afforded by the Lincoln MS. will be found 
ID the notes. 

Only one copy of the French original is known 
to exist, a poem of about 5600 lines, in a MS, on 
vellum of tho fourteenth century, in the Bodleian 
libran% MS, Hatton 100, It commences as 
follows : — 
/ft fommntct h romtint de Olherien^ emjurettr de Rome. 

Heiga&ot, preudoin, or escout^s, 

Qui les bones changoua am^s } 

D'une taivt hone oir pottes, 

Ja dc uaeilleoi dire »'OtT^s, 

Dcs gmus inervdlle* qui sunt faites, 

F.i de Latin en RomaDz traites. 

Aprcs un jor <[ui jatlis fii, 

Ot k Paris un roi cremu, 

Qui Dra^nbcrs fu npeles. 

Plus liers liouie de lui ne fu iies, 

Ne mics scust terre tenir, 

Nc ses aiieiuis estortuir. 

F«ium{? prist dc gmnt rcnon, 

Gente de c&u et dt? fa^on. 

Uii pere hvoit de tier coragc, 

Cur iiioult fsloit de haut linguaiLje, 

SIulL duretiieut estuit preuduti ; 

IjOteires fu uoiues pjir uuu. 

Dagoiibers dont tuoies conter, 

Fist Sain Dents faire fonder. 

Mult Minti Diex muh ferntetnent; 

liUtfircs fu dc ranlt grant aage, 

£t ^ t'Utii en giatit maJage. 



IX 

Famme pristuoit a sa fil doner, 
£t de le roiaume coroner. 

From the sixth line it appears that the tale 
yfoa originally composed in Latin; and this is 
partially confirmed by the following passage in 
Weber's version : — 

" Be Seyne water, seyd the Latiuy 
Without best, 
Maryners hym broghte to the maryn 
Of Gene cost." 
But the French is also referred to in the same 
piece, and there can be little doubt that both the 
English versions were derived immediately from 
the Anglo-Norman. 

There are several early notices of this romance 
in English writers. William Nassyngton, in his 
" Mirrour of Life," written before the year 1384, 
thus alludes to it : — 

" I wame 30W ferst ate benyngnyng, 
I wyl make jow no veyn carpyng 
Of dethes, of armes, ne of amours. 
As doth menstrale and jestoures, 
That maketh carpyng in many place 
Of Octovyane and Ysambrace, 
And of many other gestes, 
Namely when they cum to festes ; 
Ne of the lyf of Bewis of Hamptoun, 
That was a knyjt of gret renoun, 
Ne of syre Gy of Werewyke, 
Alle-jif hit myjte som men lyke." 

MS. Bodl. 48, f. 47. 



And in the anonymous translation of Colonna^ 
MS. Lautl. 595, f. 1, it is included in a very ex- 
tensive list of the " romaunces of pris," as well as 
in a similar eniimoration in Richard Coer de Lion, 
6665. 

It is conjectured by Tyrwhitt that Chaucer also 
alludes to the romanoo of Octavian in the follow- 
ing passage : — 

" ADoarlght whan I hefdin thai, 
How tliat they wdde on-huutinge gone, 
T was right glad, and up an one 
I toke my Lorse, and forth I weute 
Out of eliaitihTe. I nevir stents 
Tjl 1 come to the felde without ; 
There ovirtoke I a ^ete rout 
Of huutira and of foresters, 
And many rckks and liiuers, 
That Lied hem to tlie forest fast, 
And I with hein ', so at the last 
I askid one lad, a 1 ymere, 
' Say, fdowe, wht> &hstl huutin here?' 
Quod I ; and he auawered ayen, 
"Sir, ihu tjiuperour Ociovi/en^^ 
Quod he, * and he is here faste by,*" 

Tht Dreme <>/ Chuuver, 3fl8. 

And he quotes a passage in an inventory of 2 
Hen. VI, where mention is made of a piece of 
tapGstiy which was ornamented with the story of 
Le Octamon raf/ d& Eomc, as having been in the 
palace of Henry V. 
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Jiigford, MS. Harl. 5905, f. 17, mentions a 
■printed edition of the EngliBh version of Octa- 
TJan, He thus describes it: — *' Octavyan, the 
eniperotir of Eome, a roraanae in rime ; a man 
and horse in complete arm our, with a doggo run- 
ing ; imprented at London, in Flet Strete, at the 
eigne of the Sonne, in q., no date ; a well printed 
booke." No copy of it is now known to exist, 
but it was in all probability tho version now print- 
ed, that in the Cottonian MS. being in a peculiar 
and original stanza. According to Weber, a 
Oerman translation of the romance in prose forma 
at present one of the most popular story-booka 
among the peasants of that country, but the 
earliest copy he had seen was dated in 1587. 

It is flcarccly neeessarj' to observe that the 
following romance haa nothing to do with the 
genuine history of the Roman emperor whose 
name it bears. In the Cambridge manuscript, 
now marked Ff. ii. 38, his name ia spelt Octavi/au^ 
which is my reason for adopting a similar ortho- 
graphy, to distinguish this from Weber's version^ 
This MS. is the one referred to by Percy, War- 
ton, and others, as MS. IMore 690, and a de- 
scription of it will be found in a volume of early 
metrical romances which I am now editing for 
the Camden Society. The Lincoln MS. is also 
described in the same work, and in Sir F. Mad- 
den^e Introduction to " Sjt Gawayne." To this 
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latter work I was indebted for my first know- 
ledge of the Lincoln copy. 

Conybeare'e analysis of the French romance 
wae printed privately and anonymously, 8vo, 
Oxford, 1809, with notes and illuBtratione. To 
that work I refer for a more complete acconnt of 
the Hatton MS. than could consistently be given 
in this place. It differs in several particulars 
from the English versions, but the main conduct 
of the tale is the same in all. The name of the 
author does not appear in any part of the poem, 
but it seems probable that it %vas ^witten in En- 
gland, from the fact that St. G-eorge, and not St» 
Denys, is introduced as the champion of the 
Christian army. 

The tale of Sir Aldingar in the Percy manu- 
script, contains an incident very similar to that 
related at the oommencoment of the following 
romance ; and perhaps the reader may not object 
to have the opportunity of making the compa- 
rison, It may be observed that it is an incident of 
frequent recurrence in medieval fiction. Wober 
refers to Hugh le Blond as well as to Sir Aldingar. 
The latter commences as follows : — 

" Om king be kept a false steward. 
Sir Aldingar they him call i 
A falser stewaid thati he was g»e, 
Serv'd not io bower ov hall. 

He wolde have layne by o«i comely queen, 
Her dear worship to betmj \ 



XIU 

Our queen she was a good woman, 
And evennore said him nay. 

Sir Aldingar was wroth in his mind, 
With her he was never content. 

Till traiterous means he could devise, 
In a fire to have her brent. 

Ther came a lazar to the king's gate, 
A lazar both blind and lame ; 

He took the lazar upon his back. 
Him on the queen's bed has lain. 

" Lie still, lazar, whereas thou liest. 
Look thou go not hence away ; 

111 make thee a whole man and a sound. 
In two hours of the day." 

Then went him forth Sir Aldingar, 

And hied him to our king ; 
" If I might have grace, as I have space. 

Sad tidings I could bring." 

" Say on, say on. Sir Aldingar, 

Say on the sothe to me !" 
" Our queen hath chosen a new true love, 

And she will have none of thee. 

" If she had chosen a right good knight, 
The less had been her shame ; 

But she hath chose her a lazar man, 
A lazar both blind and lame." 

" If this be true, thou Aldingar, 
The tydyng thou tellest to me ; 

Then will I make thee a rich rich knight, 
Rich both of gold and fee. 



" But if it he false, Sir Aldiugar. 

A» God now grnnt it be ! 
Thy 1n)dy, I swear by Ihe holy rood, 

Shall hang ov the gallows tree!" 

He brought our king to the queen's cliamber, 

And open'd to him the door. 
" A lodlye love," king Hurry bOiJS, 

*' For our queen dame Elinore!" 

"If thou were a man, as thou art uoue, 

Here on my sword thou'st die ; 
But a pair of new gfallows shuW he built, 

Aud there $halt thou hang an bye!" 

Forth then hyed our king i-wysse. 

And an angry man was hee ^ 
And soone he found queen e Elinore, 

That bird* so bright of blee. 

" Now God you save, our i^ueen, madam. 

And Christ you save mid see- 
Here you have chosen a new true love, 

And yoix will have none of roe, 

" If you had chosen a right good knight, 

The Ipsa bad been jfour shame ; 
But you have chose you a lazar man, 

A lazar both blind and lame. 

" Therefore a fire there shall be built. 

And brent all shalt tbou he !" 
" Now, out alack V said our comely queen, 

'* Sir Aldingar'i false to ine !" 

* Dr. Percy reads bride,. 
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Now out alack !" said our comely queen, 

" My heart with grief will brast ! 
I had thought swevens had never been true, 

I have proved them true at last. 

" I dreamt in my sweven on Thursday eve. 

In my bed whereas I lay ; 
I dreamt a grype and a grimly beast, 

Had carried my crown away !" 

In the old romance of the Erie of Tolous, as 
in Octavian, the lady's presumed guilt is proved 
to the satisfaction of the court by conveying a 
boy into her chamber while she was asleep. Simi- 
lar instances of coincidence will present themselves 
to the reader of old romances ; and the incident 
of the lioness's attachment to the child is found 
in several tales under very slightly varying forms. 

J. O. Halliwell. 
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Lytyll and mykyll, olde and yonge, 
Lystenyth now to my talkynge, 

Of whome y wylle yow lythe. 
Jhesu, Lorde, of hevyn kynge, 
Grawnt us alle hys blessynge, ^ 

And make us gladd and blythe ! 
Sothe sawys y wylle yow mynge 
Of whom the worde wyde can sprynge, 

Yf ye wylle lystyn and lythe ; 
Yn bokys of ryme hyt ys tolde, lo 

How hyt befelle owre eldurs olde, 

Welle oftyn sythe. 

Some tyme felle aventure, 

In Rome ther was an emperowre, 

In Romans as we rede j i* 

He was a man of grete favour, 
He levyd in yoye and gret honour. 

And doghty was in dede. 
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In turnament and jn fyght, 

Yn the worlde was not a bettor knygkt 

Then be was iindur wede : 
Octavyan hys name hjght, 
He was a man of moche myght, 

And bolde at every mede- 
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An emperes he had to wyfe, 
The feyrest that myght here lyfe, 

These clerkys seyn soo ; 
Yij. yere togedur had they ben, 
Wyth yoye and game them betwene. 

And othur myrthya moo. 
Tho the vij. yeryfi were alle goon, 
Chylde myght they gete noon. 

That tyme betwene them twoo. 
That aftur hym hys londes achiildo welde j 
Therfore grcte sorowe dre we them to elde : 

Yn herte he was fuUe woo. 
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The emperowre on a day, 
In hys bedd as he lay 

Wyth hys lady bryght. 
He behelde hur feyre lero, 
That was bryght os hlossom on brare, 

And semely in hys eyght. 
A sorowe to hys herte ranne. 
That chylde togedtir they my3t noon han, 

Hys londe to yeve and ryght ; 
Be hys lady as be sete, 
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For woo hy* chdkys waxe alle wete, 
That was so hende a knyght. 

When the lady can hyt see, 

Chaunge sche dud hur feyre blee, *<* 

And syghyd wondur sare : 
Sche felle on kneys hym agayne, 
And of hys sorowe sche can hym frayne, 

And of hys mekylle care. 
" For yf that hyt were yowre wylle, ^^ 

Towre counselle for to schewe me tylle, 

Of yowre lyvys fare, 
Ye wott y am youre worldys fere, 
Youre thoght to me ye myght dyskever, 

Youre comfort were the mare." ^^ 

In hys armes he can hur folde, 
And hys cownselle to hur tolde, 

And of hys hertys wownde ; 
"Now have we vij. yere togedur byn, 
And we no chylde have us betwen, «« 

And here we schalle not leve'but a stownde. 
Y wott not how thys londe schalle fare, 
But leve in warre, in sorowe, and care, 

When we are broght to grownde j 
Therfore y have so mekylle thoght, ^o 

That when y am to bedd broght, 

Y slepe but selden sownde." 



Than answeryd that lady bryght, 
" Syr, y can yow rede aryght, 
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Yf yow no tliyng to ylle ; 
A ryche abbey sdialle we make, 
For owre dere lady sake. 

And londjB geve ther-tyUe. 
Sche wylle prey liur Sone feyre 
Tbat we togedur may IiaFs an heyre, 

Thys londe to welde at wylle." 
Tbey let make an abbey tkoo ; 
The lady was with, chyldren twoo, 

Aa byt was Goddys wylle. 



Wyth chylde waxe the kdy there ,- 
Grete sche was with pcynys sore, 

That was bothe hende and free, 
Tyll tyme felle that byt was soo, 
The lady had men chyldren two, 

That semely were to see, 
Tythyngys come to the emperowre, 
As he lay in hys towre ; 

A gladd man was bee ! 
Two maydenys the errande bym broght j 
Wythowt gyftys yede they noght, 

Eyther he gafe townya three. 
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The emperowre was fulle blythe of mode | 
To hya chapelle swytbe he yode, 

And thanked God of hys sonde ; 
Yerly when the day can sprynge, 
A preest he dud a masse sjnge ; 

Hys modur there he fonde. 
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" Sone," sche seyde, " j am blythe 
That the emperes schalle have lyve, 

And leve wyth us in londe ; ^'^ 

But moche sorowe deryth mee, 
That Rome schalle wrong-heyred bee, 

In unkynde honde." 

" Modur," he seyde, " why sey ye soo ? 

Now have we men-chyldren two, lio 

Y-thankyd be Goddys wylle !" 
" Nay," sche seyde, " sone myne, 
Ther ys never neytliyr of them thyn. 

That lykyth me fulle ylle ! 
For thou myght no chylde have, il* 

Thy wyfe hath take a cokys knave, 

That wylle y prove be skylle." 
A sorowe to the emperowrs herte ranne, 
That worde cowde he speke noon, 

But yede awey fulle stylle. 120 

To hys chapelle forthe he yode, 
And at hys masse stylle he stode, 

As man that was in care. 
The emperowrs modur let calle a knave, 
And hym behett grete mede to have, 126 

A thowsande pownde and mare ; 
To the chaumbur the knave toke the way, 
There as the emperes in chylde-bedd lay. 

AUe slepte that there ware ; 
For-why they had wakyd longe, iso 
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In peynjs and in sorowe strooge, 
Or aclie were delyvyrd thare. 

" Haste the, Icnave, wytb alls thj myght, 
Prevely that thou were dyght, 

And that thou were undadd j 
Softlj be hur yn thou crepe, 
That thou wake hur not of hur slepe, 

For seke sche ya be-atadd." 
Hastyly was the knave uncladd j 
In he went, as sche hym badd, 

Into the ryche bedde ; 
And evyr he drewe hym away, 
For the ryches that he in lay, 

Sore he was a-dredd. 
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The emperowra modur awey went than ; 
To hur sone swythe sche wan. 

At masse there as he stode. 
" Sone," sche sejde, " thou trowest not j 
Now thou mayate the sothe see." 

To the chaumbur wyth hur he yode. 
When he sawe that syght, than 
Sorowe to hys herte ramie, 

Ail J nerehonde waxe he wode i 
The knave he slewe in the bedd, 
Tlie ryche clothya were alle be-bledd 

Of that gyltlees blode. 

Evyr lay the hiJy faste aslepe, 
A dylfuUe swevyn can sche mete, 
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That was so swete a wyght : 
Sche thoght sche was in wyldymes, i^o 

Yn thornes and in derkenea, 

That sche mjght have no sjght. 
There come fleyng ovyr the stronde 
A dragon, aUe with fyre brennand, 

That alle the londe^was bryght ; 1^5 

In hys pahnes, alle brennyng bloo, 
Up he toke hur chyldren twoo, 

And away he toke hys flyght. 

When the lady can awake, 

A dylfulle gronyng can sche make ; '^o 

The lasse was hnr care ! 
The emperowre toke up the grome, 
The herre in hys honde he nome, 

The hede smote of thare. 
He caste hyt ageyne into the bedd, i'* 

The ryche clothys were alle be-bledd, 

Of redd golde there they ware : 
The grete treson that there was wroght, 
The lady slept and wyste hyt noght, 

Hur comfort was the mare. 180 

Wordys of thys were spoke no moo 
Tylle the amperes to churche was goo, 

As lawe was in lede j 
The emperowre made a feste, y undurstonde, 
Of kyngys that were of ffarre londe, 185 

And lordys of dyvers stede. 



THE ROMANCE OF 



The kyng of Cakbur, withowt lees, 
That the ladya ffadur was, 

Thethur was he bede ; 
Alle thej eemblyd on a day, 1^ 

Wyth myrthe, game, and with play. 

Whan the lady to cburche yede. 

Kyngys dwellyd then alle in same ; 
There was yoye and moche game. 

At that grete mangery ; 
Wyth gode metys them amongCj 
HarpSj pype, and mery songe, 

Bothe lewte and sawtre. 
When the vij. nyght was alle goon, 
WytL alle-kyn weltheinthat won, MD 

And mery mynstralsy i 
Ther was never so ryehe a gethcrynge, 
That had so sovy a pertynge, 

I wylle yow telle for-why. 
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Crete dele hyt ys to telle, 
On the ix*^* day what befelle ; 

Lystenyth, and ye schalle here. 
The emperowre to ehaumbur yode, 
Alle the kyngys ahawte hyin stode 

Wyth fulle gladd chere. 
The emperowre seydc there he can fitonde, 
Soche ftventui'e felle in that londe. 

Of a lady in that yere, 
Wyth soche a treaon was take and teynt ; 
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He askyd when maner jugement 21 fi 

That sche worthy were. 

When the emperowre had hys tale tolde, 
The kyng of Calabur answere wolde, 

He wyste not what hyt mente j 
He seyde, " Hyt ys worthy, for hur sake, 220 
"Wythowt the cyte a fyre to make, 

Be ryghtwyse yugement ; 
When the fyre were brennyng faste, 
Sche and hur ij. chyldren therin to be caste, 

And to dethe to be brente." 22« 

The emperowre answeryd hym fulle sone, 
" Thyn own doghtur hyt hath done, 

T holde to thyn assent !" 

There was dele and grete pyte ; 

A feyre they made withowt the cyte, ^^o 

Wyth brondys brennyng alle bryght. 
To the fyre they ledd that lady thare, 
Two squyers hur chyldren bare, 

That semely were in syght ; 
In a kyrtulle of scarlett redd, 235 

In the fyre to take hur dedd 

Redy was sche dyght. 
The kyng of Calabur made evylle chere, 
For dele he my3t not stonde hys doghtur nere ; 

There wept bothe kynge and knyght. 240 

The lady sawe no bettur redd, 
But that sche schulde be dedd 
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That day upon the fjlde ; 
Wjth soiy lie-rt, tlie sothe to telle. 
Before the emperowre on kneys sche felle, 

And bothe hur hondya upUelde. 
** Grawnt m^ Lorde, for Jhesu sake, 
Oon orjson that y may make 

To 11 jm that alle may welde ; 
And gytheu on me do yowre wylle, 
What dethe that ye wylle put me tyUe, 

Theito y wylle me jelde," 
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The lady on hur kneya hur sett. 

To Jhe^u Ciyste fulle sore sche wcpte, 

Wltat woudur was hyt thogh she were woo 
** Jhesuj'* sche seyde, "kyuge of blysscj 
Thys day thou me rede and wysse, 

And bevene qwene alsoo. 
Mary^ Tnaydeu and modur free, 
My preyer wylle y make to thee. 

For my chyldren twoo ; 
As thou lett them he home of mee, 
Gmwnt that they may crystenyd hee, 

To dethe or that they goo." 
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Kyngys and qwenys abowte hur were, 
Ltulyis felle in ewownyng there, 

And knyghtys stode wepande j 
The emperowre hur lorde stode hur nere^ 
The terya tryllyd downe on hys lere, 

Fulle sory can he stande. 
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The emperowre spake a worde of pj^, 
" Dame, thy dethe y wylle not see, 

Wyth herte nothur wyth hande." 
The emperowre gaf hur leve to goo, 
And wyth hur to take hur chyldren two, 276 

And flee owt of hys londe. 

The emperowre gaf hur xl. pownde 
Of fflorens that were rownde. 

In yeste as we rede j 
And betoke hur knyghtys twoo, 280 

And gaf hur the golde, and badd hur goo 

Owt of hys londe to lede. 
The knyghtys the chyldren bare. 
There the hye weyes ware, 

And forthe fulle swythe they yede ; "^^ 

The kyngys from the parlement, 
Eche man to hys own londe went, 

For sorowe ther hertys can blede. 

Tho the lady come to a wyldumes. 

That fulle of wylde bestys was j 200 

The wode was grete and streyght. 
The knyghtys toke hur there the chyldren twoo, 
And gaf hur the golde, and badd hur goo 

The way that lay forthe ryght. 
They badd hur holde the hye strete, 295 

For drede of wylde beestys for to mete, 

That mekylle were of myght ; 
Ageyne they went with sory mode. 
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The lady aloon forth e aclie yode, 
Aa li wyfulk wyght. 
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So hud ache weptc tberc beforne, 
TLat the ryght wey bad ache lorne. 

So moche eche was in thoght ; 
Ynto n wode was veryly tliykk, 
Tliere clevys were and weyes wycli, 

And hiir wey fonde flcbe noght. 
Tn a c\jW undur an by He 
Tbei*© sche fonde a fulle feyre welle, 

In an herber redy wi-oght ; 
Wyth olyfe treys was tbe hei-ber sett : 
The lady sett hnr downe mid wepte, 

Further myght ache noght. 



ao6 



311) 



The lady by the welle hnr sett, 
To Jhesu Cryste sore sche grett ; 

No further myght sche gone. 
" Lorde kynge," ache seyde, " of hevyn blys, 
Thys day tlion me rede and wysae, 

Fulle weyle y am of won. 
Mai-y modur, maydyn free, 
My preyer wjlle y niake to the, 

Tbou mende my sorowfulle monc ! 
So fuUe y am of sorowe and care, 
That tbre dayes are goon and mare 

That mete ete y noon." 
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Be that sche bad hur chyldren dyght, 
Hyt was woxe derke nyght, 
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As sche sate be the welle ; 
In the erber downe sche lay 
Tylle hyt was dawnyng of the day, 

That fowlys herde sche 3elle. **o 

There came an ape to seke hur pray, 
Hur oon chylde sche bare away 

On an hye hylle ; 
What wondur was thogh sche were woo ? 
The ape bare the chylde hur froo! S35 

In swownyng downe sche felle. 

In alle the sorowe that sche in was, 
There come rennyng a lyenas, 

Os wode as sche wolde wede j 
In swownyng as the lady lay, *40 

Hur wodur chylde sche bare away, 

Hur whelpys wyth to fede. 
What wondur was thogh sche woo ware ? 
The wylde beestys hur chyldyr away bare, 

For sorowe hur herte can blede I ^^^ 

The lady sett hur on a stone 
Besyde the welle, and made hur mone, 

And syghyng forthe sche yede. 

There came a fowle that was feyre of flyght, 

A grjffyn he was callyd be ryght, 8*0 

Ovyr the holtys hore ; 
The fowle was so moche of myght, 
That he wolde bare a knyght, 

Welle armyd thogh he ware. 
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The lyenas with the chjlde up tofce he, 
And into an jle of the see 

Bothe he them bare ; 
The cbylde slept in the Ijenaa inowthe, 
Of wele nor wo nothyng hyt knowyth, 

But God kepe hyt from care. 

Whan the Ijenas had a fote on londe, 
Hastyljr sche can up-stonde, 

As a beste that was stronge and wylde j 
Thorow Goddes grace the gryffyn she slowe. 
And sythen ete of the flesche j-nowe, 

And leyde hur downe he the chylde. 
The chylde soke the lyenas. 
As hyt Goddys wylle was, 

Wlian hyt the pappys feled ; 
And when the lyenas began to wake, 
Sche loyyd the chylde for hur whelpys sake, 

And therwith sche was fulle mylde, 

Wyth hur fete ache made a denne. 
And leyde the lytuHe chylde theryn. 

And kepte hyt day and nyght ; 
And, when the lyenas hungnrd sore, 
iSche ete of the gryifyn more, 

That afore was stronge and wyght. 
As hyt waa Goddys owne wyllej 
The lyenas belafte the chylde stylle ; 

The chylde was fey re and bi-yght- 
The lady sett hur on a atone 
Besyde the welle, and made hur mone. 

As a wofuUe wyght. 
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" Jhesu," sche seyde, " kynge of blys, *« 

Thys day thou me rede and wysse! 

Of aUe kyngys thou art flowre ! 
As y was kyngys di^htur and qwene, 
And emperes of Rome have bene, 

Of many a ryche towre. 390 

Thorow the lesyng that ys on me wroght. 
To moche sorowe y am broght, 

And owt of myn honowre ; 
The worldys wele y have forlorne, 
And my two chyldren be fro me borne, 8»5 

Thys lyfe y may not dewre ! 

" Lorde, the sorowe that y am ynne, 
Welle y wot hyt ys for my synne : 

Welcome be thy sonde ! 
To the worlde y wylle me never yeve, ^oo 

But serve the, Lorde, whyUe y leve, 

Into the Holy Londe.'' 
Downe be an hylle the wey she name, 
And to the Grekeysch see sche came, 

And walkyd on the stronde ; ^^'^ 

Befome hur an haven there she sye. 
And a ceti wyth towrys hye 

Alle redy there sche fonde. 

When sche come to the ryche towne, 

A schyppe sche fonde alle redy bowne ^^o 

Wyth pylgrymys forthe to fare j 
Sche badd the schyppman golde and fee, 
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In hys sclijpp that selie myglit bee, 

Yf hys wylle ware. 
A bote they sende ovyr the flode 
To the lady there sche etode, 

A wjght man in hur bare ,■ 
By the maate they bodd hur eytte, 
Of htir wo myght no roan wytt, 

But evyr sche wept fulle aare. 
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The .schypp come be an yle eyde, 

The flchyppman bade them there abyde, 

" Fresche watur have we none." 
Besyde them was a roche hye, 
A weUe fey re welle there they eye 

Come strykyng ovyr a stone. 
Two men to the londe they sente ; 
Up by the Btreme they wente. 

The welle they fonde anone. 
A lyenaa lay in hur dennej 
And was fulle fayne of tho two meuj 

Anon sche had them slon. 
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So long on ankyr can they ryde, 
The two men for to abyde, 

TyEe none was on the day j 
Xij. men anon can they dyght, 
Wyth helmes and hawberkys bryghtj 

To londe than wente they. 
They fonde the lyenas denne, 
A man-chylde lyeng; theryniie, 
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Wyth the Ijenas to pley ; 
Sometyme hjt soke the Ijenas pappe, 
And sometTme they can kysse and cleppe : 

For fere they fledd away. 

They yede and tolde what they sye, *43 

They fonde on the roche on hye 

A lyenas in hur denne, 
A man-chylde ther in lay, 
"Wyth the lyenas to play, 

And dedd were hothe ther men. ^^ 

Then spake the lady mylde, 
** Mercy, lordyngys, that ys my chylde ! 

On londe ye let me renne.** 
The bote they sente over the flode, 
To londe aUone the lady yode, 45d 

Sore wepeyd the schypman than ! 

When sche came on the roche on hyght, 
Sche ranne, whylle sche myght, 

Wyth fulle sory mode; 
The lyenas, thorow Goddys grace, *^ 

When sche sye the ladyes face, 

Debonerly stylle sche stode. 
Thorow the myght of Mary mylde, 
Sche suffurd hur to take up the chylde, 

And wyth the lady to the see she yode j *o* 
When the schypmen the lyenas sye. 
The londe durste they not come nye. 

For feere they were nye wode ! 
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Some hente an core, and some a sprytt, 
The lyenas for to meete, 

Owt of ther achyppe to were } 
The lady ynto the schyp wente, 
XXX. fote the lyenas aftur Bprent«, 

Ther durate no man hnr yn here. 
There men myght game see, 
xli men lejie ynto the see, 

So ferde of the lyenas they were I 
By the lady the lyenaa flown e lay, 
And with the chylde can sche play, 

And no man wolde ische dere. 
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Tliey drewe up seyle of ryche hewe. 
The wynde owt of the havyn them blewe, 

OvjT the wanne streme ; 
The furste londe that they sye 
Was a cete wyth tow rye hye. 

That hyght Jerusalem. 
As gkd they were of that Byght, 
As fowlys he of day lyght^ 

And of the sonne leme ; 
Wlien hyt was ebhe and not flode, 
Tlie achypmen and the lady to londe yode 

Into that ryche realme. 
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Ovyr alle the cyte wyde and longe, 
Of thy 6 lady wordo ther spronge. 
That there on londe was lende ; 
How sche had a lyenas 
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Broght owt of wyldumes ; 

The kynge aftur hur sende. 
The kynge bad hur lett for nothjmge, 
And the lyenas with hur brynge, ^^ 

To the castelle there nere-honde ; 
When that sche before hym come, 
For the emperyce of ryche Bome 

Fulle welle he hur kende. 

The kynge frayned hur of hur fare, ^^ 

And sche hym tolde of moche care, 

As a wofulle wyght ; 
With hys queue he made hur to dwelle, 
And maydenys redy at hur wylle, 

To serve hur day and nyght. ^^^ 

The chylde that was so feyre and free, 
The kynge let hyt crystenyd bee, 

Octavyon he hyght ; 
When the chylde was of elde, 
That he cowde ryde arid armys welde, ^^^ 

The kynge dubbyd hym knyght. 

The lyenas that was so wylde, 
Sche levyd with the lady mylde, 

Hur comfort was the more ; 
The lady was wyth the queue, *20 

With myrthe and game them betwene. 

To covyr hur of hur care. 
Eche oon servyd hur day and nyght. 
To make hur gladd with alle ther myght, 
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Tylle h jt bettur ware. 
In Jerusalem can tha ladj dwelle, 
And of bur odur cliyMe y can yow telle, 

That the ape away bare. 
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Kow comyth the ape that was wylde^ 
Tborow the forest with the chyldej 

Be the hollas hoore ; 
As the ape come orer the strete, 
Witb a knyght can ache meete, 

That chylde as sche bare. 
There faght the kny5t wondur longe 
With the ape that was bo stronge, 

Hys swyrde brake he thare ! 
Tlie ape then awey ranne, 
The kny5t there the chylde wannCj 

And on hya way can he fare. 

Forthe rode the tnyjt with the chylde then^ 
And yn the foreste he mett owtlawys x., 

That moche were of myght ; 
The knyjt ^yt was never ao wo, 
For hj8 swerde was brokyn jn two, 

That he ne myjt with them fyght. 
Thogh the knyjt were kene and thro. 
The owtlawya wanne the chylde hym fro, 

That was ao swete a wyght ; 
The kny3t was wouiidyd so that day, 
Unnethe hys hors bare hym away, 

So delefully was he dyght. 
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The owtlawys set them on a grene, 

-And leyde the lytylle chylde them betwene } 

The chylde upon them loghe. *** 

"The maystyr owtlawe seyde then, 
** Hyt were grete schame for hardy men, 

Thys chylde here and we sloghe ; 
I rede we here hyt here besyde, 
To a ryche cyt6 with grete pryde, **o 

And do we hyt no woghe ; 
Hyt ys so feyre and gentylle borne, 
That we my3t have therforne 

Golde and sylvjrr y-noghe." 

Then ij. of them made them yare, *«* 

And to the cyte the chylde they bare, 

That was so swete a wyghtj 
Ther was no man that the chylde sye, 
But that they wepte with ther eye, 

So feyre hyt was be syght. «'o 

A burges of Parys came them nere, 
That had be palmer vij. yere, 

Clement the velayn he hyght : 
" Lordynges,'* he seyde, " wylle ye thys chylde 

seUe r 
" Ye, who wylle us golde and sylvyr telle, 6^5 

Floryns brode and bryght." 

For xL K. the chylde selle they wolde; 
Clement seyde, " Longe y may hym holde. 

Or y hym selle may j 
Y swere yow, lordynges, be my hod^ «80 
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I trowe ye can fulls lytyEe gode, 
Soche wordjs for to say. 

Golde and sylver ys to me fulle sede, 

XK, U. y wylleyow bede, 
And make yow redy paye." 

The chylde they to Clement yolde, 

XX. IL he them tolde. 

And wente forthe on hya way. 
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When Clement had the chylde boght, 
A panyer he let he wroght, 

The chykle yn to lede i 
A nurse he gate hym also 
Into Fraunce with hym to go, 

The chylde for to fede. 
Home he toke the wey fuUe ryght, 
And hastyd hym with alle hys myght, 

That waa hya heste rede; 
Burgeys of Parys were ftille fayne, 
Many wente Clement agayneip 

A sklavyn was hya w^ede. 
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They cailyd Clement and kyssyd hym allcj 
And broght hym home to hys halle ; 

Hys wyfe therof was blythe- 
Sche askyd hym the ryght dome 
How be to the chylde come i 

He tolde hiar fuJle swythe, 
" la Jerusalem there y hym gete. 
For there wolde y hym not lete^ 

The sothe y wyUe the kythe." 
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The wyfe answeryd, with herte mylde, «io 

" Hyt schalle be myn own chylde," 
And kjssjd hyt many a sythe. 

** Dame," seyde Clement, " whylle y palmer was, 
Thys chylde y gate with my flesche 

In the hethen thede ; «1« 

Into thys londe y have hym broght, 
For-why that thou wylt greve the noght, 

Fulle ryche schalle be thy mede." 
The wyfe answeryd with herte fre, 
" Fulle welcome, sjrr, hyt ys to me ; **o 

Fulle welle y schalle hym fede. 
And kepe hym with my chylde, 
Tylle that he come of elde, 

And clothe them yn oon wede." 

Clement than was fulle blythe, 82« 

And let crysten hym fulle swythe ; 

Hyt was taryed that nyght. 
In the jeste, as hyt ys tolde. 
The ryght name he hym calde, 

Florent be name he hyght ; e^o 

Whan the chylde was vij. yere olde, 
Hyt was feyre, wyse, and bolde. 

The man that redyth aryght : 
Thorow the realme of Fraunce wyde and longe 
Of thys chylde the worde spronge, ^^5 

So feyre he was be syght. 
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Evyr the Imrges and by s wyfe 
Lorjd the ehjlde as ther Ijfe, 

To them he was falle dere i 
Tylle the chjlde was vij. yere olde and mare^ ^^ 
The burges set hym to lore, 

To be a chaimgere. 
Clement toke the chylde oxen two^ 
And bad hym to the hrygge go, 

To be a bochere, »*-* 

To lerne hya crafte for to do ; 
And hys kynde was nevyr thertc^ 

Soche games for to lere. 



As Florent to the brygge can go, 
Dryvyng forth e hys oxen twoi, 

He sawe a semely syght ; 
A sq oyer, as y Bchalle yow telle, 
A jentylle faweon bare to seUe, 

Wyth fedurs foldcm bryght, 
Florent to the squyer yede, 
Bothe hys oxen he can hym bede 

For the faweon lyght ; 
The squyer therof was fulle blythc 
For to take the oxen swythe, 

And gave hym the faweon lyght 



eito 
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The squyer therof was fulle gladd, 
When he tho oxen taken had, 

And hyed owt of syghtj 
And Florent to fle was fuUe fayne, 
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He wende he wolde have had hys hawk agajne, ^^ 

And ranne with alle hys myjt. 
Home he toke the ryght way 
To Clemeutes hows, as hyt lay, 

And yn he went fulle ryght ; 
He fedde the hawke whylle he wolde, 870 

And sythen he can hys fedurs folde, 

As the squyer had hym tey3t. 

Clement came yn fulle sone, 

" Thefe, where haste thou my oxen done, 

That y the be-gyfte ?" 875 

Grete dele Tny3t men see there ; 
Clement bete the chylde sore. 

That was so swete a wyght! 
" With odur mete shalt thou not leve. 
But that thys glede wylle ye yeve, 680 

Neythur day ne nyght." 
As sore beton as the chylde stode, 
5yt he to the fawcon yode, 

Hys fedurs for to ryght. 

The chylde thoght wondur there, *85 

That Clement bete hym so sore, 

And mekely he can pray, 
" Syr," he seyde, " for Crystys ore, 
Leve, and bete me no more, 

But ye wyste welle why. ^90 

Wolde ye stonde now and beholde 
How feyre he can hys fedurs folde. 
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And how lovely they lye. 
Ye wolde pray God with alle your mode, 
Tliat ye bad salde haJfe your gode, 

Soche anodur to bye." 
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The burgeya wyfe besyde stode, 
Sore scbe rewyd yn bur mode, 

And seyde, ** Syr, thyn ore I 
For Mary love, that maydyn mylde, 
Have mercy on owre feyre chyldei, 

And bete byni no more. 
Let bym be at borne and serve na two^ 
And let owre odor sonya go 

Eche day to lore; 
Soche grace may God for thcchyldehave wrojt, 
To a bettnr man he may be broght, 

Than he a, bocher were." 
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Aftur alle thy a tymc bc-feilei, 

Clement sJ, pownde can telle ^'*J 

Into a pawtenerp ; 
Clement toke byt chylde Florent, 
And to the brygge he hym eente, 

Hya brothur hyt to bere. 
As the cbyldethorow the cyt6 of Parys yede, ^i* 
He sye where stode a feyre Btede, 

Was Btronge yn eehe werre ; 
The stede was wbyte as any mylke, 
The brydylle reynys were of sylfco, 

The molettys gylte they were. "'S^ 
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florent to the stede can gone^ 
So feyre an hors sye he never none 

Made of flesche and felle ; 
Of wordys the chylde was wondur bolde, 
.And askjd whednr he schoolde be soldo, '^ 

The penyes he wolde hym telle. 
The man hym lovyd for xxx. pownde, 
Echo peny hole and sownde, 

No lesse he wolde hym selle. 
Morent seyde, " To lytulle hyt were, 780 

But never the lees thou schalt have more." 

3d. pownde he can hym telle. 

The merchaund therof was fulle blythe 
For to take the money swythe, 

And hastyd hym away. ^^ 

Chylde ilorent lepe up to ryd^ 
To Clementys hows with grete pryde 

He toke the ryght way : 
The chylde soght noon odur stalle, 
But sett hys stede yn the halle, '-^o 

And gave hym corne and haye ; 
And sethyn he can hym kembe and dyght, 
That every heer lay aryght, 

And nevyr oon wronge lay. 

Clement comyth yn fulle sone, 7i5 

" Thefe," he seyde, " what haste thou done ? 

What haste thou hedur broght ?" 
" Mercy, fadur, for Goddys pete. 
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With the money that ye toke me, 

Thy a horse have y boght," 
The burges wyfe felJe on kne there, 
" Syr, mercy,'* ache scyde, " for Crystya ore, 

Owre feyre chylde beta ye noght ! 
Ye may see, and ye undurstode. 
That he had never kynde of thy blode, 

That he these werkys hath wroght." 
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Aftur thys hyt was not longe. 
In Frauuce felle a, werre stronge. 

And c. thousande were there y-lente ; 
With schyldys brode, and hclmys bryjt, 
Men that redy were to fyght, 

Thorow owt the londo they went. 
They broke castels stronge and boldc, 
Ther myst no hye wallys them holde, 

Ryche townys they brentel 
Alle the kyngys, ferre and nere, 
Of odur londys that Crysten were, 

AftuF were thtiy sente, 
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Octavyon, the Emperoar of Rome, 
To Pary8 BOne he come, 

Wyth many a mody knyght ; 
Amd othur kynges kene with crowne, 
AUe they were to batelle bowne, 

With helmys and hawberkys bryght. 
In Parys a monyth the oost lay^ 
For they had takyn a day 
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With the sowdon, moche of myght. 
The sowdon with hym a gyaunt bro3t, 
The realme of Fraunce durste no5t 

Agenste hym to fyght. f^ 

The sowdon had a doghtur bryght, 
Marsabelle that maydyn hyght, 

Sche was bothe feyre and fre ; 
The feyrest thynge alyve that was, 
In Crystendome or Hethynnes, f^ 

And semelyest of syght ! 
To the kynge of Fraunce the maydyn sende, 
To lye at Mountmertrous there nere-honde, 

From Parys mylys thre j 
At Mountmertrous besyde borogh Larayne, 'W 
That stondyth oyer the banke of Sayne> 

For aventours wolde sche see. 

The kyng of Fraunce the maydyn hy3t, 
As he was trewe kyng and knyjt, 

And swere hur, be hys fay, 796 

That she must savely come therto, 
Ther schulde no man hur mysdo, 

Neythur be nyght ne day. 
The mayde therof was fulle blyth^ 
To the castelle sche went swythe, ^oo 

And vij. nyghtes there sche lay; 
For sche thoght yoye and pryde, 
To see the Crystyn knyghtes ryde, 

On fylde them for to play. 
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The gyauntes njune was Aragonour, ^*s 

Ho lovyd that majdjn paramour, 

That was so fejre and free ; 
And she had levyr drawyn bene, 
Than jn bur chaumber hym to aene, 

So fowle a wyght was be ! 8Ji> 

The gyaunt came to Mountmertrous on a day, 
For to comfort that fejre may, 

And badd bur blythe bee ; 
He seyde, " Leraman. or y ete mete. 
The kynges bed of Fratince y wylle the gete, ®J5 

For oone cosse of the !" 



Than spflkc the mayde, mylde of mode, 
To the gyaunt there he stode, 

And gaf hym answere. 
*' The kynge^ bed, when hyt ya brojt, 
A kysse wylle y warne the nogUt, 

For lefe to me hyt were T 
The gyaunt armyd hym fuUe welle, 
Bothe yn yron and yn stele, 

With scbylde and wytb spere ; 
Hyt was xx. fote and two 
Be-twyx hys bedd and bys too, 

None hors my}! hym bere. 
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The gyaunt toke the ry3t way 
To the cyte of Parys, as hyt lay, 

With hym went no moo. 
The gyaunt leynyd over the walle, 
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f^^ And spake ta the folkys aUe^ ^^^| 


I Wordys kene and thro; ^^^| 


1 And bad them sende hym a knjght, ^^ ^^H 


^^m To fjnde hym hys fylle of fyght, ^^^| 


^^P Or the londe he wolde ovyr go, ^^H 


^H And he ne wolde leve alyfe ^^M 


^^m Man, beste, chylde, ne wyfe, ^^H 


^^^^^ But that he wolde them brenne and alo I ^-i^*^ ^^H 


^^^^ Alle the folke of that cyt^ ^^H 


^H Hanne that gjaunt for to see, ^^H 


^^B At the walle there he stode; ^^^| 


W As faxre as they sye hys blee, ^^H 


^^B They were fayne for to f^ee, ^^^ ^^H 


^^f For fere they were nye wode! ^^^| 


1 Owt went armyd knyghtes v., ^^^| 


^H They thoght to aventour ther lyve» ^^H 


^^1 The gyaunt thoght byt gode ; ^^^| 


^H FuUe hastely he had them slayne, ^^ ^^H 


^^B Ther came never oon quyk ag^ayne, ^^^| 


^^1 That owt at the yatys yodel ^^H 


^^M Chylde Florent askyd hys fadur Clcmcntj ^^H 


^^H Whodur iille that people went, ^^H 


^^B That to the yatys duct renne ; B-?^ ^^H 


^^B Clement tolde Florent^ hys gone, ^^H 


^^B " Soche a gyaunt to the walle y& come '" ^^^M 


^^^^^ The chylde harkenyd hym then. ^^H 


^^^^B'^' Sone, but yf he may fynde a man, ^^H 


^^^^vThat he may fyght hys fyUe upon, ^° ^^B 
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Thys cjtd wyllo he brenne. 
And sythen tbjs londe over gone, 
Qujkk wjlle lie leve noon 

Aly\'e that ys tber-ymie.'* 

** Fadur/* he seyde, *' saduHe my stede, 
And lende me £ome ddc of your wede, 

And helpe that y were dyght ; 
Yf tliftt hjt be Goddys wylle, 
I hope to fynde hym hja fylle, 

Thogh he be stronge and wyght." 
Clement seyde, " And thou oon worde more spekc, 
Thj3 day y w jUe thj hedd breke, 

I swere be Mary bijghtl" 
*' For nothynge, fadur, wylle y byde, 
To the gyaunt wylle y Jyde, 

And prove on hym my myght!" 

For sorowe Clementes herte nye braste, 
When be on Florent hacton castei, 

Tlie chylde was bolde and kene j 
An hawberke above let he falle, s»i> 

Rowsty were the nayiys alle, 

And hys atyre bedeene. 
Clement broght forthe scliylde and sperej 
That were uncomely for to were, 

Alle sutty, bkkk, and unclene ; 885 

A swyrde he broght the chylde beforne, 
That vij. yero afore was not bornCj 

Ne drawe, and that was seene. 
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Clement the swjrde drawe owt wolde, 
Gladwyo hjs wjfe sclioulde the scabard holde, ^^^ 

And bo the faate they drowe } 
When the awyrde owt glentCj 
Bothe to the erthe they wente, 

There was game y-nowe! 
Clement felle to a benche so faste, 
That mywth and nose alle to-braste> 

And Florent stode and loghe. 
Hyt js gode bowrde to telle, 
How they to the erthe feOe, 

And Clement lay yn awogho! 
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Chylde Florent yn hya on-fayre wede, 
When he wtui armyd on a atede, 

Hys swyrde y-drawyn he bare ; 
Hya ventayle and hys basenett, 
Hys hehne on hys hedd aett, 

Bothe row sty they were. 
Bothe Clement and hye wyfe 
Lovyd the chylde as ther lyfe, 

For hym they wept fulle sore I 
To Jheau Cryste taste can they bede 
To aende hym grace welle to spede; 

They myght do no more. 
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For hys atyre that was so bryght, 
Hym behelde bothe kyuge and knyjt, 

And moche wondur thoght ; 
Many a skorne there he hent, 
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As he thoToir the cyte went, 

But tberof roght he noght 
The people to the wallja cao go 
To see the batelle betwene thetn two. 

When they were togedur broght ; 
Clement, hya fadur, wo was he 
Tjlle he wyste whycb schulde majs^ be ; 

Gladd was he noght. 
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The chylde came to the yatys sone, 
And bad the portar theio on-donej 

And opyn them fuUe wyde. 
Alle that abowt the chylde stod^ 
Lagbed as they were wode^ 

And skornyd hym that tyde. 
Every man seyde to bys fere, 
"Here comyth an hardy bachelere, 

Hym besemyth welle to ryde; 
Men may see be bys breme bryght, 
That ho JB an hardy fcnyght 

The gyaunt to abyde !" 
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The gyaunt upryght can &tonde. 
And toke hye burdon yn hys honde, 

Of stele that waa un-ryde ; 
To the chylde smote he so, 
Tliat the thy Ides shylde brake yn two, 

And feUe on every syde. 
The chylde was nfiver 3yt so wo, 
That hys schylde was brokyn yn two, 
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More he thoght to byde ; M6 

To the gyaunt he smote so sore, 
That hys ryjt anne flye of thore, 

The blode stremyd wyde. 

Clement on the wallys stode, 

^uUe blythe was he yn hys mode, **<* 

And mende can hys chere : 
** Sone, for that y have seene 
Thy noble stroke that ys so kene, 

To me art thou fulle dere ; 
Now me thynkyth yn my mode, *** 

Thou haste welle be-sett my gode, 

Soche playes for to lere. 
Jhesu that syttyth yn Trynyte, 
Blesse the fadur that gate the, 

And the modur that the dud here !" ^^ 



Chylde Florent, yn hys feyre wede, 
Sprange owt as sparkylle on glede, 

The sothe y wyUe yow say ; 
He rode forthe wyth egur mode 
To the gyaunt there he stode. 

There was no chyldys play! 
The gyaunt to the chylde smote so, 
That hys hors and he to grounde dud go. 

The stede on kneys lay ; 
Clement cryed wyth egur mode, 
" Sone, be now of comfort gode, 

And venge the, yf thou may." 
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As evylle a^ the eliyMe farde, 
Wlien he Clementes speche harde, 

Hjs harte beganne to bolde ; 
Boldely hys awjrde he Iflwght, 
To the gyaunt soche a strok he raght, 

That alle hys blode can eolde. 
lie liytt the gyaunt on the schonldur hoone, 
That to the pappe the swyrde ranne, «*> 

To grounde can he folde I 
Thus hyt was, tliorow Goddys grace, 
The gyaunt swownyd yn that place, 

In geste as hyt ys tolde. 



The kyngys on the wallys stode, 
Wlian the gyaunt to groimde yode^ 

Alle gladd they were | 
Alle the people at the ehylde log he, 
How he the gyauntes helme of droghe, 

And hys hedd he smote of there. 
The chyMe lepe upon hys stede, 
And rode awey a gode spede, 

Wyth them epake he no more. 
The ehylde toke the ryght way 
To Mountmertroi39j there the mayde lay, 

And the hedd with hym he bare. 
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When he came to the maydyna halle, 
He fonde the boordys covyrde alle, 
And redy to go to mete : 
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The maydyn that was so mylde of mode, *ow 
In a kyrtulle there sche stode, 

And bowne sche was to sete. 
** Damyselle," he seyde, " feyre and free, 
AVelle gretyth thy lemman the, 

Of that he the be-hete ; »«>« 

Here an hedd y have the broght, 
" The kyngys of Fraunce ys hyt noght, 

Hyt ys evylle to gete." 

The byrde bryght as golde hye. 

When sche the gyauntes hedd sye, loio 

Welle sche hyt kende. 
" Me thynkyth he was trewe of hete, 
The kynges when he myght not gete, 

Hys own that he me sende.'' 
" Damyselle," he seyde, " feyre and bryght, ioi5 
Now wylle y have that thou hym hyght," 

And ovyr hys sadulle he leynyd ; 
Ofte sythys he kyste that may. 
And hente hur up and rode away. 

That alle the brygge can bende! lo^o 

Crye and noyse rose yn the towne, 
Sone ther was to batelle bowne 

Many an hardy knyght, 
With sperys longe and schyldys browne j 
Florent let the maydyn adowne, 1026 

And made hym bowne to fyght. 
Hur skarlet sieve he schare of then, 
He seyde, " Lady, be thys ye shalle me ken, 
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When je me see by syght " 
Soche love vr&xe betwone them two, iom 

That the lady wept€ for wo, 

When he ne wyune hur myghtr 

Chylde Floreut yn on-fejre wede 
Sprang^ owt as sparkylle on glede, 

The sotLe for to say : KtSJ^ 

Many hethen men that stownde, 
In dede he broght to the groundej. 

There was no chyldys play- 
When Florent beganne to fownde, 
Wjihowt any weme of wownda^ if*40 

To Paryg he toke the way ; 
The hethyn men were so for-dredd, 
To Cleremount with the mayde they fledd, 

There the Sowdon lay. 



In hur fadur pavylon, lois 

There they let the maydyn downe, 

And Bche knelyd on knee ; 
The Sowdon was fulle blythe. 
To hysj doghtur he went swythe, 

And kyssyd hur sythys thre. liJflo 

He set hur downe on a deyse, 
Rychely, w3iii;howt lees, 

Wyth grete solempny te : 
Sche tolde hur fadur and wolde not layne, 
How Araganour, the gyaunt, was slayne j loss 

A sory man was he ! 
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"Leve fadur," sche eeyde, "thyn ore, 
At Mountmertrous let me be no more, 

So nere the Crysten to bene ; 
In soche aventure y was to day, io«o 

That a rybawde had me borne away, 

For aUe my knyghtys kene; 
Ther was no man yn hethyn londe 
Myght sytte a dynte of hys honde, 

The traytur was so preme. ^^^^ 

As oftyn as y on hym thenke, 
Y may nodur ete nor drynke, 

So fulle y am of tene." 

When the Sowdon thes tythynges herde. 

He bote hys Ijrppys and schoke hys berde, 1070 

That hodjns hyt was to see ; 
He swere be egur countynawns. 
That hange he wolde the kyng of Fraunce, 

Andbrenne alle Crystyante I 
" I schalle neythur leve on lyve lo^s 

Man ne beste, chylde ne wyve, 

Wyth eyen that y may see ! 
Doghtur, go to chaumbur swythe, 
And loke thou make the glad and blythe, 

Avengyd schalt thou be!** loso 

Fulle rychely was the chaumbur spradd, 
Therto was the maydyn ladd 

Wyth maydenys that sche broght ; 
On softe seges was sche sett, 
Sche myght nodur drynke ne ete, losis 
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So moebe on hym eche thoght i 
Odur whyle on hys feyre chere, 
And of the colour of hya lere, 

Sclie myght for-gete hym noglit. 
Stylle ache seyde, wyth herbe sore, 
" Alias! witli my lemman that y ne were, 

Where he wolde me have broght!" 
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On hur bedd as scLe lay^ 
To hur sclie caUyd a may 

FiiUe prevely and stylle ; 
The maydyn hyght Olyvaiij 
The kyngyg doghtur of Sodanij 

That moost wyste of hur wylle. 
Sche Beyde, " Oly van, now yn prevyt^, 
My coHDcelle wylle y schewe the^ 

That grevyth me fulle ylle ; 
On a chylde ys alle my thoghtj 
That me to Parys wolde have brojt, 

And y ne may come hym tylle," 
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Olyvan answeryd hur tho^ liM 

" Sethyn, lady, ye wylle do 80» 

Drede ye no wyght ; 
I sclialle yow helpe bothe iiyght and day, 
Lady, alle that evyr y may, 

That he yow wynne myght. mo 

jyt may soche aventour be, 
Lady, that ye may hym see 

Or thys fourtenyght ; 
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At Mountmertrous y wolde ye were, 
The sothe of hym there shulde ye here, ii** 

Be he squyer or knyght." 

The cryeten men were fulle blythe, 
When they sye Florent on ly ve, 

They wende he had be lorne ; 
The chylde was set with honour 1*20 

Betwyx the kyng of Fraunce and the Emperour, 

Sothe wythowten lees. 
The Emperour the chylde can beholde, 
He was so curtes and so bolde, 

But he ne wyste what he was ; **** 

The emperour thoght ever yn hys mode, 
The chylde was comyn of gentylle blode, 

He thoght ryght as hyt was. 

When the folke had alle eton, 

Clement had not alle forgeton, Hso 

Hys puree he openyd thore. 
XXX. florens forthe caste he, 
" Have here for my sone and me, 

I may pay for no more." 
Clement was so curtes and wyse, i^^ 

fie wende hyt had ben merchandyse. 

The pryde that he sawe thore ! 
J^t Clement logh the kyngys alle. 
So dud the knyghtys yn that halle, 

And chylde Florent schamyd sore. i^*® 
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^^^^H Tbe Emperour than epek;fth lie 


^1 


^^^^1 To Florentf that was ieyre and fre^ 


^H 


^^^^H Wordjs wondiir styllc* 


^H 


^^^^H " Yongc knjghtj y pray tbe^ 


^^ 


^^^^H Ys he thy fadur ? telle thou me." 
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^^^^H The chylde auswerjd ther-tylle, 


1 


^^^^H " Syr, love y had never hym to. 


^J 


^^^^H As y schulde to my fadur do, 


fH 


^^r In herte ne yn wylJe ; 


^1 


^^^^^K Of alle the men that evyr y sye, 
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^^^^^^ Moost yevyth my herte to yow trewly, 


1 


^^^^H Syr, take hyt not yn yHe." 


J 


^^^^^B The Emperour let calle Clement there, 


H 


^^^^H He hym sett hym fulle nere 


^H 


^^^^^K On the hygh deyse ; 
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^^^^" He bad hym telle the ryght dome 


J 


^^H How he to tbe chylde come. 


J 


^^H The sothe wythowten lees. 


^H 


^^H ** Syr, thys chyide was take yn a forest 


^^ 


^^^ From a lady wyth a wylde beest, 
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^^M In a grete wyldurnes i 


J 


^^M And y hym boght for xx. pownde, 


^H 


^^M Eche peny hole and sownde, 


^H 


^^^^ And acyde my aone he was.'^ 


H 


^^^^^ The emperovr than wsis fnlle blythe 
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^^^^H ' Of that tytbynge for that lythe. 


1 


^^^^H And thankyd Grod Almyght T 


J 
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The emperour felle on kne fulle swythe, 
And kyste the chylde an c. sythe, 

And worschyppyd God foUe ryght I ii^o 

Welle he wyste withowt lees, 
That he hjs own sone was, 

Alle gamjd kjng and knjght. 
The chyldys name was channgyd with d(Hne, 
And callyd hym Syr Florent of Borne, H'* 

AlS hyt was gode ryght. 

The emperour was blythe of chore, 
The terys traylyd downe on hys lere. 

He made fulle grete care. 
" AUas," he seyde, " my feyre wyfe, i^^o 

The beste lady that ever bare lyfe, 

Schalle y hur see no more ? 
Me were levyr then alle the golde 
That ever was upon molde, 

And sche alyve wore." ^^^ 

The emperour gave Clement townys fele, 
To leve yn ryches and yn wele 
I-nowe for evyrmore. 

On a nyght, as the chylde yn bedd lay. 

He thoght on hys feyre may, ii®o 

Mekylle was he yn care ! 
The chylde had nodur reste ne ro. 
For thoght how he myjt come hur to. 

And what hym beste ware ; 
The chylde thoght for the maydyns sake ^^^ 

A message that he wolde make. 
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And to the sowdon fare. 
On the morne he sadulde hjs stede, 
And armyd hym yn ryclie wede, 

A braunche of olefe he bare. 
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Hyt was of messcngerya the la we, 
A braunche of olefe for to have. 

And yn ther honde to here; 
For the ordynaunce was so, 
Messengerys schulde savely come and gOj 

And no man do them dere. 
The chylde toke the ryght way 
To Cleniraount, as hyt lay, 

Wyth hym hye grete heerej 
At the halle dore he reynyd hys stede. 
And on hys fete yn he yed^ 

A messengere as he were. 
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Than spake the chylde with hardy mode, 
Before the sowdon there he stode. 

As a man of moche myght. 131« 

" The kynge of Fraunce me hedur sende, 
And byddyth the owt of hys londe thou wynd, 

Thou werryst ageyn the ryght J 
Or he wyUe brynge agenste the 
XX3, thousandc tohle be thre, 1330 

With helmys and hawberkys bryght ; 
Eche knyit schalle xxx- equyers have, 
And every equyer a fote knave 

Worthe an liethyn knyght," 
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Than began the sowdon to Bpeke, ^^^ 

There he sate at hys ryche mete, 

Amonge hjs knjghtys kene. 
" The kyng of Fraunce shalle welcome be, 
Agenste oon he schalle have thre, 

I wot, wythowten wene, 12*0 

That also fayne are of fjght 
As fowle of day aftur nyght. 

To schewe ther schyldys schenel 
To prove to mome be my lay, 
I wylle never set lenger day, l*** 

Than schalle the sothe be sene.*" 

Than spekyth the mayde with mylde mode 
To feyre Florent there he stode. 

That was so swete a wyght. 
" Messengere, y wolde the frayne, 1*40 

Whedur he be knyght or swayne, 

That ys so moche of myght. 
That hath my fadnrs gyaunt slayne. 
And ravyschyd me fro borogh Larayne, 

And slewe there many a knyght." 1245 

Thogh sche movyd hym to ylle, 
3yt were hyt mykulle yn hur wylle 

To have of hym a syght. 

" Lady," he seyde, " nodur lesse nor more, 
Than yf hyt myselfe wore, i*fiO 

Syth thou wylt of me frayne j 
Thou schalt me knowe yn alle the heere, 
Thy sieve y wylle here on my spere 
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In the btttcUe playne." 
Alio they wyate ther by than, i^^s 

That he was the same man. 

That liml the gyaunt dayne. 
Withowt ony odur worde, 
Alle they start fro the bordo, 

With Bwyrdys and knyvya drawyn ! iS"** 

Florcnt sawe none odur bote. 
But that he must« fyght on fote 

Agenste the Sorsjms olle. 
And eijr he hyt them amonge, 
Whej^ he sawe the thykest tLronge, !*«*" 

Fullti fele dud he them falle! 
Some be the arrays he nome, 
That alle the schouldur with hym comey 

The prowdyst yn die halle ; 
And some soche bofettys he lente, ^*™ 

That the hedd fro the body wente, 

As hyt were a balle! 

Whan hys swyrde was y-brokyn, 

A Sarsyns legge hath he- lokyn, 

Therwyth he can hym were; '*^* 

To the grouode he dud to go, 
vij. skore and some delo moo, 

That hethyn knyghtys were* 
The cliyldc made hym wey fulle gode, 
To hys stede there he etode, i^so 

Tho myofht hym no man dere. 
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The chylde toke the ryght way 
To the cyte of Parys, as hyt lay, 
Thorow owt alle the heere. 

The Crysten men were fulle blythe, ^^^ 

When they eye Florent come alyve. 

They wende he lorne had bene. 
When he come nye the cyte, 
Agenste hym rode kyngys thre, 

And the emperour rode them betwene. ^^qo 
The folke presyd hym to see, 
Every man cryed, " Whych ys he ?" 

As they hym nevyr had sene. 
To the pales was he ladd, 
And tolde them how he was be-stadd i*^* 

Amonge the Sarsyns kene. 

" Lordyngys, loke that ye ben yare, 
To the batelle for that fare, 

And redy for to ryde ; 
To morne hyt muste nede be sene, ^^ 

Whych ys hardy man and kene. 

We may no lenger byde." 
The folke seyde they were blythe 
To wynde to the batelle swythe. 

In herte ys noght to hyde. i^os 

A ryche clothe on borde was spradde, 
To make the chylde blythe and gladd, 

A kynge on aythur syde. 



On the mome when hyt was day l/ght, 
The folke can them to batelle dyght, 

AUe that wepjn lujght welde. 
There men mjght see many a knyghtj 
Wjth helmys and with hawberkys bryght, 

"Wyth sperjs and wyth schylde ; 
Wyth trumpys and with moche pryde, 
Boldely owt of the borowe they ryde 

Into a brode fylde. 
The downe was bothe longe and brode. 
There bothe partyes odur abode, 

And eyther on odur behelde. 
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Marsabelle, the maydyn fre, 
Was broght the batelle for to see, 

To Mountmertrous ovyr Seyn. 
Florent hur sieve bare on liys sp^^ 
In the batelle he wolde hyt were, 

And rode for the yn tlie playne. 
For that men sehulde see by than. 
That he was that ylke man. 

That had the gyaunt slayne ; 
And also for the maydyn free. 
That sehe aehulde bya dede see, 

Therof sche was fayne. 
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That whyle was moche sorowe yn fyjt, 
When the batelle began to smyte, 

Wyth many a grevys woimde ! 
Fro the moroe that day was lyght, 
Tylle byt was evyn derlte nyght, 
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Or eythur party wolde fownde. 
Florent can ever among them ryde, 
And made there many a sore syde, J3*o 

That afore were softe and sownde. 
So moche people to dethe yode, 
That the stedys dud wade yn blode, 

That stremyd on the grounde! 

There men myght see hebnys bare, !*•** 

Hedys, that fulle feyre ware, 

Lay to grounde lyght. 
The Crystyn party become so than, 
That the fylde they myjt not wynne, 

Alle arewyd hyt, kynge and knyght. 1360 

Florent smote wyth herte gode, 
Thorow helme ynto the hed hyt wode, 

So moche he was of myght! 
Thorow Godys grace and Florent there, 
The Crysten men the bettur were 1^* 

That day yn the fyght. 

The partyes were y-drawe away, 
And takyn was anodur day. 

That the batelle schulde bee. 
Florent rode toward borough Larayn, J3«o 

Be the watur banke of Seyne, 

Moo aventurs for to see. 
The maydyn, whyte as lylly flowre, 
Lay yn a corner of hur towre, 

That was ferly, feyre, and freej 1365 

•d 
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Flonent ache aye on fylde fane, 
Be the sieve that lie bare 
Scbe kttewe that hyt wb^ he. 

Then spekyth the mayde, with mylde mode, 
To Oiyvan, that be hur etod^ 

And knewe hur prevyte ; 
" Oljvan, how were beste to do, 
A worde that y myjt speke hym to? 

I-wysse then wele were me." 
Sche seyde, *■ Lady, we two 
Allone wylk be the rever go, 

There as he may yow see. 
Tf he yow lovo with herte gode, 
He wylle not let for the flode, 

For a fade gode etede hath he." 

Forthe went the maydyDs two. 
Be the rever syde can they goo, 

Them-selfe allone that tyde. 
When Florent sawe that swete wyght, 
He sprange as fowle dothe yn flyght, 

No lenger wolde he byde ; 
The stede was so wondur gode. 
He bare the chylde ovyr the flode, 

Hym-selfe welle cowde ryde. 
Grcte yoye hyt waa to see them meete 
With clyppyng and with kyssyng swete, 

In herte ys not [to] hyde. 

"Lady," he seyde, " welle ys me, 
A worde that y may speke with the, 



1370 



1376 



IS8D 



1385 



IBm 



THE EMPEROR OCTAVIAN. 51 

So bryght thou art of he we ! i»w 

In alle thys worlde ya noon so fre, 
Why ne wylle ye crystenyd be, 

And syth of herte be trewe ?" 
Sche seyde, " Yf that ye myght me wynne, 
I wolde forsake alle hethyn kynne, i**oo 

As thogh y them nevyr knewe. 
And syth ye wolde me wedde to wyfe, 
I wolde leve yn Crysten lyfe, 

My yoye were evyr newe." 

" Lady,** he seyde, " wythowt fayle, '^o* 

How were beste yowre counsayle. 

That y yow wynne myght ?" 
" Certys, ye never wynne me may, 
But hyt were on that ylke day, 

That ye have take to fyght, i^^o 

That ye wolde sonde be the flode, 
Wyth men that crafty were and gode, 

A schyppe that welle were dyght. 
Whylle that men are at that dere dede, 
That whyle myjt men me awey lede i^'^ 

To yowre cyt6 ryght. 

" My fadur hath a noble stede, 

In the worlde ys noon so gode at nede 

In tumament ne yn fyght ; 
Yn hys hedd he hath an home 1*20 

Schapon as an nnycorne. 

That selkowth ys be syght. 
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Syr, yf thaX ye h jm m jgliS wjmie^ 
There irere no man ja bethjn kjime 

That hjm WTthatODde myght !" 
Floc^nt hjste that feyre uttjev 
Aadaeyde, "l«dy, have godc day* 

Holde that ye hare hyght !" 

Florent ynto the ^dnlle nome, 
And ovjT the rerer soon he come. 

To Parys he toke the way. 
He ne stynt ne he ne hLanne, 
To Clemen tes hows tylle that he came, 

Hys aventurs to say j 
He tolde hym of the noble stede^ 
That gode was at every nede. 

And of that feyre maye, 
** Sone," seyde Clement^ " be dpghty of dede, 
And, eertes, thou schalt have that stede 

To-mome, yf that y may." I'WO 

On the morne, when hyt was day ly$% 
Clement can hymselfe dyght 

As an on-frely feero. 
He dud hym ynto the hethen ooste, 
There the prees was althermoost, 

A Sarsyn as thogh he were. 
To the pavylowne he can hym wynue. 
There the sowdon hymselfe lay ynne, 

And brevely can he here. 
FuUe welle he cowde ther speche speke, 
And aakj-d them some of ther mete, 

The sowdon can hym here. 
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Grete dole the sowdon of hym thoght, 
And soon he was before hym broght, 

And wyth hym can he speke ; **** 

He sejde he was a Sarsyn stronge, 
That jn hjs oost had be longe. 

And had defawte of mete. 
" Lorde, ther ys noon hethyn lede, 
That so welle cowde kepe a ryche stede, i*60 

Or othur horsys fulle grete.'* 
The sowdon seyde that yike tyde, 
Yf thou can a stede welle ryde, 

Wyth me thou schalt be lete." 

They horsyd Clement on a stede, i^^* 

He sprang owt as sperkulle on glede, 

Into a feyre fylde. 
Alle that stodyn on ylke syde 
Had yoye to see hym ryde, 

Before the sowdon they tolde. 1*^0 

When he had redyn coursys iij., 
That alle had yoye that can hym see, 

The sowdon hym be-helde. 
Downe he lyght fulle soon, 
And on a bettur was he done, i*^* 

Fulle feyre he can hym welde. 

Grete yoye the sowdon of hym thojt. 
And bad hys feyre stede forthe be bro3t. 

And Clement shalle hym ryde. 
When Clement was on that stede, H80 

He rode a-way a fulle gode spede, 
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No lenger wo We he byde, 
When he was redy forthe to fou[Tjde], 
" Be-leve there," he seyde, "yehethen h[oiinde], 

For yo have lorne yowrc piyde/' 1*9* 

Clement toke the ryght way 
Into Parys, as hyt lay, 

FuHe hlythe waa he that tyde 1 



" Florent, eoae, where art thou ? 
That J the hyght, y have hyt [now J, 

I have broght thy stede I" 
Florent hlythe was that day, 
And seyd^ " Fadur, yf y leve may, 

I wylle the quyte thy mede. 
But to the emperour of Rome 
Therwith y wylle hym present sone. 

To the pales ye schalle hym lede j 
For cvyr me thynkyth yn my mode, 
That y am of hys own blode, 

Yf hyt so poverly myght sprede." 
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To the pales the atede was ladde, 
And alle the kyngya were fulle gladd 

Theron for to &ee. 
The emperour before hym stode, 
Ravyachyd herte and blode, 

So woiidur feyre was he. 
Then spekyth the chylde of honour 
To hys lorde the emperour, 

" Syr, thys stede geve y the." 
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Alle that abowte the chjlde stode, 1*10 

Sejde he was of gentulle blode, 
Hjt mjght noon odur be. 

Aftiir thys the day was nomyn, 
That the batelle on schulde comyn 

Agenste the Sarsyns to fyght ; i^i* 

Wyth trumpys and with moche pryde, 
Boldely owt of the bor(^h they ryde. 

As men moche of myght I 
Florent thoght on the feyre maye, 
To batelle wente he not that day, isao 

A schyppe he hath hym dyght ; 
Fro Mountmertrons there the lady lay, 
To Parys he broght hur away, 

Ne wyste hyt kynge ne knyght. 

That whyle was moche sorowe yn fy3t, i*2fi 

When the batelle began to smyght 

With many a grymme gare ; 
Fro morne that hyt was day lyght, 
Tylle hyt was evyn derke nyght, 

Wyth woundys wondur sore. i**^ 

For-why that Florent was not there. 
The hethyn men the bettur were. 

The batelle venquyscht they thore. 
Or Florent to the felde was comyn, 
Emperour and kynge were y-nomyn, 1*35 

And alle that Crysten were. 
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Florent was of herte so gode, 

H« rcMie thorow them [as] he wns wode. 

As wjght fts he vfolde wede, 
TTier was no Sarsyn so moche of majn, **** 

That m/>t hjm stonde with Btrenkyth agayn, 

TjUe they had idayne hys stede ; 
Of f^irent there was dele y-now, 
Mom l^ey hys hors undur hym slowe, 

And he to groDnde yede^ 15** 

Florent was take yn that fyght, 
Bothe Emperour, kynge, and knyglit, 

Woundyd they can them lede. 



The Sarsyns boakyd them with pryde, 

Into ther own londys to ryde, i^^o 

They woWe no lenger dwelle, 
Takyn tbey had syr Florawns» 
The Emperour and the fcyng of Fraunce^ 

Wyth wonndys wondur fde. 
Othur Crystyn kyngys moOj 
Dewkys, erlys, and barons also, 

That arste were bolde and swelle ; 
And ladd thera, with yi-on stponge:, 
Hut fete undur the hoi's wombe;, 

Grete dele hyt ys to telle I i«90 
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Wyde the worde sprange of tliys chawnee, 
How the Sowdon was yn Fraunce 

To wairre agenste the ryght ; 
In Jerusalem, men c&n hyt here, 
How the Emperour of Home was there i^*^ 
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Wyth many an hardy knyght 
Than spekyth Octavyon the 3yng, 
Fulle feyre to hys lorde the kyng, 

As chylde of moche myght : 
" Lorde, yf hyt were yowre wylle, i*70 

I wolde wynde my fadur tylle, 

And helpe hym yn that fyght." 

Than 8pek3rth the kyng of moche my3t, 
Fulle fayre unto that yong knyght, 

Sore hys herte can blede. ^^^fi 

" Sone, thou schalt take my knyghtes fele, 
Of my londe that thou wylle wele, 

That styffe are on stede, 
Into Fraunce with the to ryde, 
Wyth hors and armys be thy syde, ^^^ 

To helpe the at nede; 
When thou some doghtynes haste done, 
Then may thou shewe thyn errande soone, 

The bettur may thou spede." 

He bad hys modur make hur yare, 1^8^ 

Into Fraunce with hym to fare, 

He wolde no lenger byde. 
Wyth hur she ladd the lyenas 
That sche brojt owt of wyldumes, 

Rennyng be hur sydej !««> 

There men myght see many a knyght. 
With helmys and with hawberkys bryght, 

Forthe yn-to the strete. 
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Forthe they went on a day, 
The hetliyn ooste on the way 
AUe they can them meeto. 

By tho baners that they bare, 
They knewe that they hethyn ware, 

Ajid Btylle they can abyde. 
They dyjt them with bremus bryght, 
And made them redj for to fyjt, 

Ageyn them can they rydc: 
They hewe the flesche fro the bone, 
Soche metyng waa never none, 

Wyth sorow on ylke sydel 
OctaTyon, the yong knyght, 
Thorow the grace of God Almyght, 

Fulle faate he feUyd ther pryde. 

The lyenas that waa so wyght, 
When ehe sawe the yong knyght 

Into the batelle fownde, 
Sche folowed hym with alle hur myjt. 
And faste feUyd the folke yn fy5t. 

Many sche made on-sownde! 
Grete stedya downe eche drowe, 
And many hethen men sche slowe 

Wyth-ynne a lytuUe stownde! 
Thorow God, that ys of myjtes gode. 
The Crysten men the bettur etode. 

The hetbyn were brO|t to grownde ! 
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The Crysten prysoners were fuUe fayne, 
When the Sarsyns were y-slayne, 

And cryed, " Lorde, thyn ore.** 
He ne stynt ne he ne blanne, 
To the prysoners tylle that he wanne, i*** 

To wete what they were. 
The Emperour, wythowt lees, 
That hys own fadur was, 

Bowndon fownde he there; 
The kyng of Fraunce and odur moo, '^^o 

Dewkys, erlys and barons also, 

Were woundyd wondur sore. 

Hys fadur was the furste man 
That he of bondys to lowse began. 

Ye wete, wythowten lees ; i«** 

And he lowsyd hys brodur Floraunce 
Or he dud the kynge of Fraunce, 

3yt he wyste not what he was. 
Be that hys men were to hym comyn. 
Soon they were fro yrons nomyn, i**o 

The pryncys prowde yn prees. 
Whan he had done that noble dede, 
The bettur he oght for to spede. 

To make hys modur pees. 

A ryche cyte was besyde, i^^* 

Boldely thedur can they ryde 

To a castelle swythe ; 
Byche metys were there y-dyght 
Kynges, dewkys, erlys, and knyght, 
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Alle were g;ladd and blythe : I*** 

Syth came Octavyon that yong with toaour, 
And kneljd before the emperour, 

HyB errande for to kythe; 
Til at ylke tale that he tolde, 
Kyche and porei, yong and old©, *W* 

Glad they were to lythe. 

He &eyde,*^orde,yn alle thys londe y have the soght 
M7 modiir have y with me brogUt, 

I come to make hur pees ; 
For a lesyng that was atronge, 
Sche was exylyd owt of jowre londe, 

I prove that hyt was leea 1" 
The emperour was nevyr so blythe. 
He kyssyd that yong knyght swythe. 

And for hys sone liym cfiees j 
For yoye that he hys wyfe can see, 
vij, sythys swownyd he 

Before the hye deyse! 



Feyre Florent was fulle blythe 
Of thes tydyngya for to lythe, 

And hya modur to sec. 
Than spekyth the Indy of honowre 
To hur lorde the eraperour^ 

Wordya of grete pyte, 
" Lorde, yn alle the sorow that me was wroght, ^^^^ J 
Thyn own sone have y with me broght, 

And kepyii hym wyth me. 
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Thyn odur sone yn a foreste 
"Was takyn with a wylde beste, 

That was ferly, feyre, and fre. 1*^0 

I wot hyt ys Godys grace, 
I knowe hym be hys face, 

Hyt ys that yong knyght by the!" 

There was moche yoye and game, 

Wyth clyppyng and with kyssjmg same, ^^^ 

Into a chaumbur they yode. 
Grete yoye there was also. 
The metyng of the brethurn two. 

That doghty were yn dede. 
A ryche feste the emperour made there i*^ 

Of kynges that were farre and nere, 

Of many londys thede. 
The tale who so redyth ryght, 
The feste lastyd a fourtenyght 

In jeste as we rede. iw* 

Marsabelle, that feyre maye, 
"Was aftur sente, the sothe to say, 

Fro Parys there sche was ; 
Crystenyd sche was on a Sonday, 
"Wyth yoye and myrthe, and moche play ; i^oo 

Florent to wyfe hur chees. 
Soche a brydale ther was there, 
A ryaller ther was never noon here. 

Ye wot withowten lees. 
Florent hymselfe can hur wedd, 170« 

And ynto Rome sche was ledd 

"With pryncys prowde yn prees. 
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Than hyt befelle on a day, 
The emperour began to saj, 

And tolde the lordes how hyt was. i^io 

The ryche kynges gave jugement, 
The Emperours modur schulde be brent 

In a tonne of brasse. 
As swythe as sche therof harde telle, 
Swownyng yn hur chaumbur she felle, I'l* 

Hur heere of can sche race ; 
For schame sche schulde be provyd false, 
Sche schare a-to hur own halse 

Wyth an analasse ! 

Therat alle the kynges loghe, »720 

What wondur was thowe ther were no swoghe? 

They toke ther leve that tyde ; 
With trumpys and with mery songe, 
Eche oon went to hys own londe. 

With yoye and with grete pryde. i^a* 

With game and with grete honowre 
To Rome went the emperour, 

Hys wyfe and hys sonys be hys syde. 
Jhesu Lorde, hevyn kynge, 
Graunt us alle thy blessyng, 17S0 

And jm hevyn to abyde 1 
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Line 10. — Yn hokys ofryme.'] The Lincoln MS. reads, " In 
the bukes of Rome," meaning books in the Romance or An- 
glo-Norman language. 

L. 22. — Octavyan."} Instead of this and the next two lines, 
the Lincoln MS. has, — 

" OctovyaDe was his name thragbeowte, 
Everylke mane hade of hym dowte 
Whenne he waa annedeone stede." 
L. 46. — Yeve."] A misprint for yene. The Lincoln MS. 
has, " Thaire landis to rewle one ryghte." 

L. 69. — Dyskever.2 Possibly some of the earlier MSS. may 
have read dyskere. In the Erie of Tolous, 636, Ritson unne- 
cessarily altered dyskevere in the MS. to dyskere, but numerous 
instances might be adduced to prove that the first form may 
be the right one. When Sir F. Madden cites the last instance 
in support of the form kere, he seems to have overlooked Rit- 
son's list of corrections. Met. Rom. iii. 223. The Lincoln 
MS. here reads, " Opyne jour herte unto me here." 
L. 66.— And kere.l The Lincoln MS. reads,— 

" For &y we salle hythen fownde." 
L. 72.— Y slepe.'\ The Lincoln MS. reads,— 

" I slepe hot littUle stownde." 
L. 63.— With ckyldren twoo."] The whole of this introduc- 
tory story is wanting in the version printed by Weber from 



the Cottonian MS. It is tbere related that after Octarian 

had been emperor fife jears, he njarried tie daughter of the 
iing of France, and " jn the fersl yeiet** his ladj gave bir Ih lo 
twin SOILS " as wh^rttc as swan." The Lincoln MS. reads 
^ ktutve cbildire." The Uaiton MS. in these parti ciilara 
nearly agrees with Weber's versioQ, 

L. 1 16. — A cokifs knatf.'] The boy who turned the spit, a 
turs-hroach like Jack Hare. See Reliq. Antiq. i. 13, and 
Lydgfttc's Minor Poems, p. 63. Octavyan credited his wife's 
dishonour more readily than Sehahriar, anil yet her prL-siimed 
lover w«s hardly pf as respectable a class iu society as the 
queeti's frtends, tlie blacks. 

L 1 18.— j4 sorowe to fAeJ The Lincoln MS. reads, 
" A somwre there to im tierta gnaegoo, 
Tliat wordis moglite lie spoke no moo " 

L, 132, — Or sehe were detyryrd thare.] After this line, tbe 

I^ucoln MS. has the following ones :- — 

" Tbaii said that ]Aily Co that kaiit«, 
Hje the fast« thi qtAHe to h life : 

Thou icballe ha fowMde tliia oygbte." 

L. 139. — Maityl^ m'<m the knave uncladd.} The Lincolti 
MS. reads : — 

'^ WhAtt« lor lufe and vhatt Ibr dredS} 
Into the lad j^ b<e«dd be tede ; 
He d jd ub scUo bjrae badd," 

L. 151.— IT7fm he mwe that sy^AiO The Lincoln MS. 

readSj — 

*' B^t tvbi;iiti« the euipcraure &awe that ajglite, 
For SDrowe no irorde sp«ke be no mjgbte, 

For be w€xe adrbande wode ! 
A sclmipo bs^^Iarde owle he drogbo, 
TMt gilUeJi knare there he aloghe ! 
ADa tPHi bj-Wodo with bJode !" 

L. 159.— TAn* vm so swete a u-t/^ht.'] The Lincoln MS. j 

reads, " Suho was a wofuUe wyghte.*' 
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L. 171. — The Uuse was hur care."] Instead of this and the 
following lines, the Lincoln MS. reads, — 

"And scho syghede fulle sare. 
The emperoure to the knave wente, 
The hede up by the hare he heute, 

And caste it tille hir thare. 
The lady blyschede up in the bedde, 
Scho saw the clothes alle by-blede, 

Fulle mekylle was hir care ! 
Scho bygane to skryke and crye. 
And sythene in swonyoge for to ly, 
Hinelfe scho wolde for-fiuw !" 
L. im.—Metys.'] "Myrthis," Lincoln MS. 
L. aoe.—Ninthe.} « Haghtene," Lincoln MS. 
L. 2]4.—Wytk socke a treson.'] It is of course understood 
that the king here relates the previous tale. 

L. 215.— When.'] So in the MS., but we certainly ought to 
read what. 

L. 24\.—The lady satve.'] This and the two following lines 
are omitted in the Lincoln MS., but after 1. 252, it inserts the 

following :— 

" The emperoure graunted hir rights so; 
like a mane thane was fnlle woo, 
That were that day in the felde." 
L. 245.— On kneys sche felle."] In the French romance she 
declares her innocence in the most pathetic manner, and ad- 
jures her husband to save her life, reminding him at the same 
time of his marriage oath :— 

" For Diez, iait^ele, Otheviene, 
Or esgarde se tu taa& biea. 
Quant ta k feme me pris, 
Tu me juras et plevis 
Que tu le mien cors garderoies, 
Come le tnen, si le pooies. 
Gentiex roi, par Diex entent, 
Se tu gardes ton surement !" 
L. 279.— Ycite.] The Lincoln MS. reads "romance;" and so 
also 11. 628, 1695. f 
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L. 383 7**^ knytfht^s.} The LJncolu MS. reads :— 

" Two aqirfvtn fail cluldyr bane 
In ittatle tber Uuj were aevei urc, 

And 'mtine oiicouthe tbede : 
WlHaiiie scbo vm fleiuvd lliol Wos so geilt" 

L.29I.— TXf mW<? wo*.] Tlie Lincoln MS. reada,— 

■" And nlJe w jlsoiq^ it senie^l to sTgbte." 
L. dQ4,—Vefyl^.} *' Ferly," Liiifoln MS. 
L. 307,— C/^] » Grene," Lincoln MS, 
L. tiU.-Wepte.l The Lincoln MS. has "grette," wliich is 
prtjhubly the correct reading. 

L.315. — Nofurihe%- myght tche ifanf.'] The Lincoln MS. 
reads, "For sche was leftfi allone." 

L.311.— ffWar.] '* OOier,*" Lincoln MS. 
L. 34<3.^77ie /rt(^j^ scfi hur on a stone,} Instead of this 
and the next two linea, the Lincoln MS- reads,— 

" Bot fpr it was A Iijage strae l-wygM, 
The 1 janea miighte do it no mys ; 
Boi forlTie ihcrwUh scho ^ede." 

L. 350. — j4 irrj/i^"-] This fabulous animal, fiartly cagl^ 
and partly lion, is fully described hy Sir John Maandevile. 
See Mr, Way's note in the Prompt, Parv. p. 212. ll is 
constantly introduced in Romance literature. The French 
Bomance calls the anima! a dragon. 

L. 359. — Knonyth,'] The Lincoln MS. has kouffie, which 
is prohahly the true reading. In the next line, the same MS. 
reads '* tepid" instead of " kepe." 

L. 382.— This and the nest line are repetitions of 
11 34(3-7. 

L. AO&.^-Alle redy there.'] This line is placed after L 402 
in tlie LinCL>1n MS> 

L. 440,—Lyenff.'] '* Sowkftnd hir," Lincoln MS. 

L. 454.— The hole they iente.} In the French version this 
incident is much amplified. The crew attempt to persuade 
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her from the dangerous enterprise, but. the only precautions 
their solicitude could prevail on her to adopt are those of a 
religious nature. She confesses herself to the chaplain of the 
vessel, and takes sacred vestments and holy water with her, 
and so prevails over the lioness. 

L. 476. — There men myght game «c.] The Lincoln MS. has 
a far worse reading,— 

" There was thane hot lytUle glee." 

L. 484 — Thefurste londe.l A very curious incident is here 
inserted in the Anglo-Norman romance, which will at once 
remind the reader of Spenser's Una. When the queen 
leads the lioness into the ship, the mariners, in a state of 
considerable perturbation, threaten to throw the queen and her 
infant overboard, unless their unwelcome visitor will consent 
to make its retreat. The queen soon pacifies them, however, 
by answering for its good behaviour; and, as it evinces no 
disposition to forfeit this character, they set sail, and continue 
for some time to live together very comfortably, " mult chiere- 
ment." One accident only occurs during their voyage to 
disturb this perfect harmony, the incident above alluded to. 
A drunken and ill-mannered fellow, " un omme ivre et mal 
apris," pays his addresses to the queen, and having failed in 
his eloquence, attempts more violent measures to compass his 
design, which the lioness witnessing, speedily frustrates, by 
tearing him to pieces. The rest of the crew, reverencing the 
virtue of their beautiful companion, and feeling, probably, 
some additional respect for the fangs and teeth of her attendant, 
make no difficulty of acquiescing in a sense of the justice of 
his punishment. See Gonybeare's Analysis, p. 11. 

L. A%Q.—And of the sonne leme.'] The Lincoln MS. reads, 
" of the dayes gleme." 

L. 501. — There nere honde.} The Lincoln MS. reads, '* es 
scho went." 

f2 
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L. b^2.—Hyt yn 4tt feyr^.'] Tlie Lincoln MS. Las, — 

" It ea corny (le uf (i^entitle b)od?, 
Wi} Holle LjrtD selle iat mekille gtitle." 

L. 566, — And to the t-yt^.] " To thtj Grekkes se," lAnoala 
MS. 

L.d73. — 7'Ae peifavtt.] For all pftrticukrs relative to this 
class of society^ see Mr. Wright's esctUent paper in the last 
volume of the " Archajologia." 

L. &73.^ Yc, who wylle ^Ls.] The Lincoln MS. reads,— ^ 
" The gaJfJi; willft I tax bjin tells." 

L. 679, — Or y hym sdle may.} The Lincoln MS. reads, — 
" Are ^e hym «i suUt m&j." 

L. 587. — a;*, ti.'] In the French romance, Clement is so 
eager to purchase the child, having been struck by his hisauty, 
that he exposes hims^ilf to no email ridicule by voluntturily 
purthjising him at the extravagant price of ii hundred pieces 
of gulfl. Scarcely has he concluded his bargain, hclbre he 
begins lo meditate with great seriousness on Lis itoprudenee, 
and its probable eousequeuces : bis meditations, liowever, pro- 
duce no other effect than the additional exjicuse of an ass, for 
the purpose of carrying tlie young foundling;. See Conybeaie's 
Analysis, p. 7, 

L. d97.^That was kyt haU rerf*-] The Lincoln MS. 

reads, — 

" And auto FareMlie be jede." 

L. m I ,—Ciillyd,'] " Haylsest," Lincoln MS. 
L. 6 1 3.— Dame, seyde Ctanetit.'] Tlie Lincoln MS. reads,— 
" Clemeat sm&e to hi» wyte llio, 
Sen the ehildc is gcljjic so." 
L. 623,— 7;^^;*; thnf he t-fime,] This and the neit line are 
transposed in the Lincoln MS. 

L. f)40.— 7jy.l " Twelve," Liucnln MS. 
L. 612. — Tit be a ckatmyere.'] The Liticulu MS, reoiUt— 
** To ba a cliawutlijlerfi,'* 
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L. 645 —To be.] « Unto," Lincoln MS. 

L. 648.—" To use swylke mystere," Lincoln MS. 

L. 651.— "A semely syghte sawe he," Lincoln MS. 

L. 664. — " That semly was to see," Lincoln MS. 

L. 657,— "For that fowle so fre," Lincoln MS. 

L. 660.—" Florent was blythe in ble," Lincoln MS. After 
1. 661, the Lincoln MS. has a leaf missing. 

L. &72.—Hym.'\ This word is repeated in the MS. Flo- 
rent's fear that the " squyer" should wish to retract his bar- 
gain, is somewhat " more than natural." 

L. 731 . — Thou schalt have more.'] The reader will observe 
how carefully Florent's chivalric character is kept up. This 
munificence is in perfect harmony with the conduct of the tale. 
In the Anglo-Norman romance he says, — 

" Dis, estes-vous ivres ? 
Qui me le faites trente livres ? 
Ne T<ril pas que vous i perdes; 
Quarante liTres eu avres." 
L. 801. — The conduct of the tale here seems to be some- 
what diffetent in the Lincoln MS., but a leaf being wanting, 
it is almost impossible to decide that question clearly. It 
appears, however, that in th^ Line. MS. the giant wishes to 
strike a bargain with the sultan for his daughter, for f. 103 
begins as follows, this extract reaching to 1. 816of our text — 
" Merveylle therof thynkes mee. 
If thou and alle this mene wille blynne, 
I wille undirtahe to wynne 

Paresche, that stronge cete ; 
Bot Mersabele thane weedde I wiUe !" 
Snyd the Sowdanne, " I halde thertille. 

With thi that it so bee." 
Arageous appone that same daye, 
To the Mount-Martyne ther the lady laye, 

The waye he take fulle lyghte ; 
And hir hade lever dede to hafe bene, 
Thane hyin in hir chambir to hafe sene, 
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Be mjm. * htaum. k j«w ami 1»-lft«>, 
Thjr Wik HM liMv tiM giwntte to w/efe. 

Ami Fknn^ I halo Yljib hjgtile ; 
.\Qd t hete the viltetif 
Tb* ktufsn Hcvfide of FrtajMns eerUnely, 

T»a«v«« M ii bii uTgfate T 

I* 831.— A lytcf w*vW^ ijf tmnw tht noffhL'\ The Lincoln 
MS. reads, — 

' Than. th^Sic thou bafe thjiw oakytigii.'* 
t*. 830.—^ kfft lay.'] " Tbat ilke daye^" Lincoln MS. 
L. 852. — After this line, tbe Lincoln MS. has the followingj 
not found in our r«ision ; — 

WheoBi! be lud tlannw U« Inyghlea tyve, 
A^sfvm to tiie wMe% g)me be Arjre, 

And «7«T the bFetage f^ane Ijre: 
'• K jnge Dagabt-nic^ gf Fnntnw." be inyde, 
** Coin« thl-«elfe imd fyghiB « braf de, 

par thi curtwjft 
For I wille willw ocme otber fTght, 
Thi hevedv I hafe my lenwoe highte, 

Scbo saUti Old kjrtte with thi ; 
And if thfiti iae wille UDghte do «d, 
AJl*f tbiJ* Cele I VrUlc enrergui, 

Als iloggea tliantr sttlle thoj dy T 
Givtc dds it ini» UiaDO lor to ace 
Tlw jKirDwe Unit waa in Uiat ecit-, 

Buihe witli olde anil longe ; 
For tber wn* uotber iryuji^ na LDvgbti;, 
That with that g^ftuat tlume dunito fjgbte. 

Da woa M fuulle B tbjrDge I 
And A^ i-whilla Antgeons iritb bi» stutfp, 
MaJiy a gt^te bofcle bu gnfle. 

And tbe walles downo game lie dyngo ; 
And thaoe fi,anv aHu tbe ]>eptUe cije 
Ub(o God, and to mylduWaiyo, 

Willi SDfowc and gfrcte -wppyngt!" 

L, 858. — 77*t' (7iyrf*f karkenyd.l After this line, tbe Lin- 
ooId MS. bit b the three following:— 
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" Oure kynges hedo haae he highte 
The Sowdane dogheter that es to bryghte, 
For scho solde kysse hjm thenne." 
L. 862. This and the next two lines are omitted in the 
Lincoln MS. 

L. 868. Instead of this, and the eight following lines, the 
Lincoln MS. reads as follows : — 

" A ! lorde, vhj ever thus manj mene hym drede? 
Me thjnke I mjghte do alle his nede, 

And I were armede ryghte !" 
Sajae Clement, " And thou therof speke, 
I trow I salle thyne hede breke, 

For had thou of hyme a syghte, 
For alle this cete wolde thou [not] habyde, 
Bot faste a-waywarde wold thou ryde, 

He es so fowle a wyghte !" 
" A ! fadir," he said, " takes to none ille, 
For with the geaunt fighte I wille, 

To luke if I dare byde ; 
And bot I titter armede be, 
I salle noghte lett, so mote I the. 

That I ne salle to hyme ryde." 
Clement saide, " Sene thou willt fare, 
I hafe armoures swylke als thay are, 

I salle thame lene the this tyde; 
Bot this sevene ^ere sawe thay no sonne." 
" Fadir," he sayd, " alio es wonne, 

Ne gyffe I noghte a chide !" 
" Bot, fadir," he sayde, " I jow praye, 
That we ne make no more delaye, 

Bot tyte I ware dyghte; 
For I wolde noght for this cete, 
That another mane before me 

Undir-tuke that fyghte." 
" Nay ! nay !" saise Clement, «• I undirtake, 
That ther wille none swylke maystres make, 

Nother kynge ne knyght ; 
Bot God sone sende the grace wirchipe to wyne, 
And late me never hafeperelle therin. 

To the dede if thou be dyghte." 
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L. »ia— Sfl hr^hL] " Unlin ^hte," Lincoln MS. The 
ntiiical m««niog iinpUed tu out text $e«tnj» prefemble. 

L. ft34.— flr«iif,] " Brenc," Lincoln MS. 

L. &4i.— The thifUti.] *'H1C LincolD MS. This is a 
heUer reading. See tbe previous line, 

1* ft57, — Piayrx.} *' Ijiwes," Lincoln MS. 'Vhe three lines 
following tKi« ate umitledj in the same MS. 

L SK»3. — TAe >ntfi-e ^ ttiflle ifov say.] A veiy coinmon 
c£pivssion in old romances. Bjr an accidetit, sotftlS in asinii- 
kr line in AudeU/tt Poems, p. 68, ia tniBprinted sotfle. The 
mistake was tnriof to some sheets of that work having been 
SiccideiiuJlj ordoed for press before the final corrections hjid 



L. 9TO.— £'y«r.] " Soiy^" Lincoln MS. 

L, &83.— T** ^yavni svotmyd,} The Lincolv MS. reads, 
•*be si ewe the geaunt" 

L. lOOl.—KyrtuOe then.} " SiitkoU in hjr haulle,^ O neoln 
MS. 

L. 1000,— J!(fe.] So in ihe MS. Qu. %*f ? 

I* I0l9.-Jb«fc,] "Wolde," Lincoln MS. 

L. l&M, "" FdUe manj & Saiazene made be to blede," Liu. 
coin MS. 

U 10^,~" That he ne fellede thsrae byaene," Lincoln 
MS. 

L. It)72.— £>»r.] " ncdouse," Lincoln MS. It would he 
dilBcuU to point out a passage In the old romances more des- 
criptive of nn Atiffty Sultim than the present. 

L. I08ti.— " And one his coJoure and one his lyre," Lincoln 
MS. 

1097 —"That was Mk faire of blode and banc," Lincoln 
MS. 

h. 1113.— Or (%«.] " Or diys daye," Lincoln MS. 
L, III!*. — Theff ie^nde he hfji} te /onw.] After this line» 
the folUmiug^ciimous lucidcut is related in the Lincola MS :~^ 
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" And irhenne he come near the cete, 
Agajme hjm wente kynges thre, 

And the Emperoure rode byforne; 
And to the palajse the childe was bn^hte, 
Fulle riche atyre thay for hym soghte, 
Of golde and sylver schene ; 
Mene callede hym Florent of Faresche,'^ 
For thus in romance tolde it es, 

Thoghe he ther were noghte borne : 
And Clement for the childes sake 
Fulle faire to coarte thay gane take, 

And gaffe hym ftille riche wede; 
One softe s^^s was he sett, 
Among^ grete lordes at the mete 

And serrede of many riche brede. 
The chylde was sett with grete honowre 
Bytwixe the kynge and the emperoure, 

His mete thay gane hym schrede ; 
He was so cortayse and so bolde 
That alle hym lovede 4onge and olde 

For his doghety dede 
Noghte longe after, als I 40w saye. 
The childe solde be knyghte fhat other daye, 

No longer wolde thay habyde. 
His atyre of golde was wroghte, 
Byfore the emperoure the childe was broghte, 

A kyng on aythir syde. 
The kyng of Fraunce byfore hym *ode. 
With mynstralles fitUe many and ^e, 

And lede hym up with pryde; 
Clement to the mynstralles gan go^ 
And gafe some a stroke, and some two. 

There d^rste noghte one habyde! 
Clement so sotye was that daye 
For alle thaire costes that he solde paye. 

That he gane wepe wele sore ; 
And whills the kynges dauwnsede in the halle, 
Clement tuke thaire mantills alle, 

And to his howse thame bare ; 
Thane the kynges gane thaire mantills myse. 
And ilke mane askede after his, 

Where ths^ bycomene were; 
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Thsua swore Clemeat bj Gwldcft daje, 
For lonre tioete moale *e pay*, 

Or in gote tIiaiiL(« no ln*ro !" 
Tbcre att oUe lli« kj'ngea iogha^ 
There was j«je mjJ ganienB j.nagh« 

ADiongfiit thsme la tlio hnulle 1 
"Hie kjnga of Fnuniu} with liert ful (nyno. 
Said, " Cioment, brjuge the itmuttk ngajnis, 

Ffif 1 Ballu paye liii' ftUe." 
Clranent fliore-ol' wiia ftill« blyUie, 
And home lie raiie all ao ftwjtlie 

To hiB otreDu ImulTe, 
And to the pattiys tbe nmiitils bare. 
And bade tbauie take t^iarac aUc tbiuw. 

And dowtie be lutte tlituae fotle ; 
Tlie burile* were sett and toverdc alle, 
Childo Rorent wws brflghtt* into tbe buullB 
Witb fulle ineldlle {iri^sse." 
L, 1130. — He waidf ht/t had bni tnerchetnd^ae.^ This 
ain using incident h not found in the Cpttoiiian M8. The 
preceding- line is of course to lie taken saliricallj- This part of 
the tiile ia coutlucted in fi different manDeriu the Lincoln MS. 

L. 1103 For xf. pomideJ\ The Lincoln MS. reads 

" thriLtj," wliich does not agree with what is saidpreviousljat 
h 5«7. 

L. Um.—FuUff.^ "AV Lincoln MS. 
L. 1170.—" Thoghe he ne wiste wLate he highte,," Lincoln 
M5.T which h oil the whole a betler reading. 

L. 1175. — (Syr Florent.'] In the Anglo-Norman romance, 
the ceremony of knighthood is delayed by the interposition of 
the worthy Clement, who, bearing a most rooted untipathy to 
ihe profession of arms, nscs all his eloquence to persuade the 
king from beBiowing, and his foster eon from receiving, so uu- 
pFoQtable and perilous a dignity. These kind-lieartcd exer- 
tions, howcTer, serve only to draw upon him Uie ridieule and 
(fahn'fi.e of the wboVe assembly; and, indeed, both here and 
else where, the poet seems to baTe aimed al enlivening bis fie- 
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tioD by contrasting the simplicity and bourgeoisie of the yilain 
with the heroic deportment of his more elevated characters. 
The ceremony, then, of investing Florent with his spurs was 
the next morning performed by the king himself, before the 
tale of Clement respecting his origin had been revealed. See 
Conybeare's Analysis, p. 28. 

L. 1207.— Ryght.'] " Heghe," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1266.— This and the next triplet are transposed in the 
Lincoln MS. 

L. IQ72.-A balle.'] " A fote-balle," Lincoln MS. This is 
a curious early notice of that game. The earliest mention of 
the sport produced by Strutt is in 1349. See his " Sports and 
Pastimes," ed. Hone, p. 100. 

L. 1274.— *' A mete-forme he gatt percas," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1277.- Fy.] " Ten," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1284.-^/fe the.'] "The heythene," Lincoln MS. 

L. 1286. — There are many variations and much additional 
matter in the Anglo-Norman romance. When the Sultan 
heard of Florent's escape, and the loss of his men, he was irri- 
tated beyond all bounds, and vented his rage upon his idol 
Mahomet, giving him four blows with his truncheon, and 
declaring him to be of less value than a brace of dead dogs. 
Mahomet was, however, somewhat recompensed for his bruises, 
by the grateful, though silent, praises and thanks bestowed on 
him by the love-sick Marsabelle, for thus kindly conniving at 
the escape of her admirer. Afterwards, when the king of 
France was nearly vanquished in the battle with the Saracens, 
perceiving that no human efforts could avail to extricate 
himself and his people from their calamitous situation, he 
addresses himself fervently, though hastily, to the Deity. 
Scarcely had he uttered the prayer, when twenty thousand 
warriors, mounted on milk-white steeds, and clad in armour 
of the same colour, and of a most dazzling brightness, were 
seen rapidly to descend from the heights of Montmartre. On 
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their nearer approach, it was discovered that this angelic 
uhivalrj was headed by the illustrious cliitiniuon of Christ i- 
(Uilty, St. Georg'e ; and it is almost needless to add that their 
iuterposition at once turned the scale of battle in favour of 
thfiLf votaries. For other particulars we must refer the reader 
to Conybeare's Analysis. 
L. 1295.- mis be-sttuM.} " Hadspede," Lincoln MS. 
L. I3l2.-Kmjifht.'] " Wygbte," Lincoln MS. 
L1321.— rftf,] " That," Lincoln MS. The same variation 
nccuns in the next line. 

L. \3d3.-Ftj^L] "Sjte," Lincoln MS. 
L. 1340— 5ore.] " Sorj," Lincoln MS. 
L. 1370. — Ol^^an.} The Lincoln MS. here and in other 
places calls this diimsel Olrfve. 

L. 13H3.— i?e the rever syde.'] The Lincoln MS. reads, — 
" Owte of the caatelle gane thay goa 
By the revere sjde," 
L. 1449.— ^m^y.] "Bryralj," Lincoln MS., which is a 
better reading'. The same MS. has the aext two Maes troas- 
posed. 

L. 1467.— Into a.] "Apponea fuUe," Lincoln MS. 
L. 1470.— TAr sowdon they foWe.] The Lincoln MS. has 
" Uie sowdans telcle," i. c. tent, which is evidently the true 
reading, 

L. 1485,^ — For ye hare lorne ijfoivre pryde.^ This incident of 
Clement stealing the wonderful horse is rdftted with much 
force in the version printed by Weber. We mlsa here his 
going into Spain and other countries to obtain the guise and 
manner of a pilgrim, their taka and songs. The stratagem in 
our test is worked with much greater ease, and it is somewhat 
remarkable that the curious coudltitrD that no one could ride 
the horse "but a bloman be hym bjsydc,'* is altogetJaer 
wanting. 

This part uf tlic version in Weber's edition is worth 
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quoting, and we therefore take the opportunity of giving a 
specimen of it : — 

Sche seyde, " Yf ye denketh spede, 
To my tale now taketb hede ; 
My fadyr hath an homed stede 

Of Arabye, 
Whyle he hym hatii dar hym naght drede 
Of your maystrye. 

" No man may on that stede ryde 
But a bloman be hym bysyde. 
That hath y-kepte hym fer and wyde 

Fram Grace to Troye : 
For he hym maketh, with moche pride, 
A nyse coye. 

" The coye ys with hys handys two, 
Clappynde togedere to and fro ; 
He ys swyftyr than ony roo 

Under lynde. 
In ech bateyle he well slo 

Before and behynde. 

" An unycom begat that fole 
On a rabyte, as blakke as cole." 
Than seyd Clement, " He schaU be stole 

With som queyntys ;" — 
And bad that counsell scbuld be hole 
Stylle yn Parys, 

Fjrk and pahn, schryppe and slaveyn, 

He dyghte hym as a palmer queynt of gyn ; 

Be Seyne water, seyd the La^, 

Without host, 
Maryners hym broghte to the maryn 

Of Gene cost. 

He tumede abowte Galys and Spayne, 
Lumbardye and also Almeyne ; 
Of other palmers he gan A-ayne 

Lesynges quaynte. 
As ech man behovyd that ys yn payne 

Hys tale paynte. 

Be the Soudanes est whan he was come. 
Well hasty lyche he was y-nome ; 
Before the Soudan, the greet gome, 

Servantes hym broghte. 
Now herkeneth, firendes all and som. 

How Clement wroght * 
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The Soudan aakede, wbannes he cam. 
He seyde he come fro Jenualem, 
Fram the sepnlcie of Bedlem, 
In pylgremage, — 
" And iber j have lette myn em 
For strong hostage. 

Whannes he was men gon hym freyue : 
He seyde he was of Greet-Breteyne, — 
" In Aitoor's court a man of mayne 
I have y-be yore : 
Of hys greet hors y was wardeyne 
Sene yere and more." 

For to blere the Soudanes ye 

Qaeynte lesynges he gan to lye. 

And seyde he hadde lemed marchalsye, 

Both far and neygh ; 
In Ynde, Europe, Aufryke, and Asye, 
Ther nas noon so sleygh ; 

And an maner of hors he knew, 
Bothe the lake and the vertu. 
" Ther ys, he sayde, Cristen neyther Jew 
That conne me teche." 
The Soudan that was blak of hew, 
Ix^h of hys speche. 

The Soudan sayde : " I have a stede," — 
(He swere as Mahon schuld hym spede), 
" Yf thou kanst telle all the dede 

Ofhyskende, 
Thou schalt have of me riche mede 

Ere that thou wende." 

The stede was broght out of stable ; 
The blomau hym ladde with a cable, 
Tho seyde Clement : " Without feble, 

O, ser Soudan, 

In the world nys hors so profytable 

As thou hast oon. 

" Thysys a stede of Arabye, 
Be hys horn I gan hyt aspye. 
An unycom, with greet maystrye. 

Begat hyt thare 
A rabyte, y se hyt with my ye, 
Therto was mare. 

" Hyt ys swyfter thanhert other hynde, 
Or ro that renneth under lynde; 



NOTES. 79 



He feyght before hjm and bebjnde 

In ech batajle. 
Ther nys no man of Crysten kynde 

That myghte the asayle, 

Wbyle thou on thy stede hovyst"^ 
Tho hadde the Soudan wonder mest, 
And seyde : " Palmer, ryghtly thou orest 

All the maner. 
Darat thou ryde upon thys best 

To the ryrere, 

" And water hym that thou ne falle ? 
Thanne wylle we seye among us all, 
That thou hast be yn Artourys halle 

Hys prys marschalle. 
And therfore a robe of ryche palle 

Y yeue the schall." 

Clement nere the stede staple. 

He whyslede and hys hondys clapte ; 

Thorgh Godes grace well he hapte, — 

He nas noght ydell, — 
In the stedes mouth he rapte 

An huge brydel. 

The brydel was made of chaynys, 
Of grete haspys wer the reynya. 
Erles, barons, kuyghtes, and swaynes 

Of Clement spak, 
How he lepte with myght and maynes 

On the stede back ; 

And with a peyre sporys of Speyne, 

He smot the stede with myght and mayne, 

And rood ryght over the water of Seyne, 

Ryght to the cyte. 
The Emperour of Almeyne 

Thatsyghtganse, 

And lette opene the gettys wyde, 

And Clement yn began to ryde. 

The Soudan began up hys godes chyde 

For that myschaunce. 
Clement presentede with that stede 

The Kyng of Fraunce. 

L. 1500.— ly hyQ The Lincoln MS. reads,- 
" So prodly if I moghte spede." 
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